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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 
















Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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4 Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. i 
F4 tions. If not completely satisfied, re- J! enclose $1.20 (J Send C.O.D. plus postage ff 
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LOVE IN BLOOM. Roses so real you 
feel like picking them, on our full 
circle skirt that rivals a ballerina’s. 
Bare top tucks into stem-slim waist. 
Two-piece washable wonder in 
cool, cool pique. White, maize or 


pink. 
Style No.520 Skirt plus Blouse 
Style No. 5201 Skirt 


Style No. 595—FIRECRACKER. Our 


—.« 





idery sparked rayon 
linen, with reversible fringed stole 
and two-color bright dress that's 
sensationally slimming. Red and 
white or navy and white. 





Style Ne. 590—SKYLARK’'S SWIRL- 
PLEATED DUSTER in rustling ace- 
tate taffeta. Pink, navy. powder 
blue. 


Style Ne. 591—SUMMER’S SWEET- 
EST DANCE DRESS, petal-shoul- 
dered and fabulously full-skirted. 
Sheer rayon etched with floral 
chenille in pink, navy, or powder 
blue. 


o*” 
ad ° 
* 
°°” ~—- Skylark Originals 
¢ 5 Union Square—New York 3- N. Y. 
& . 
@ © PREPAID ORDER. | enclose of garment 
plus 20¢ to cover postage end headling. a 
0 C.0.D. ORDER. I will pa man price 
garment plus postage and COD. charges. 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 


Dress No. 591 
Size ist Color Choice | Second Color Choice 
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go near the water 





} ou can go swimming wearing Tam- 
pax*. Even when the bathing suit’s wet 
ind clinging, internally-worn Tampax is 
he kind of monthly sanitary protection 
that doesn't reveal its presence. Doctor- 
nvented Tampax is made of compressed, 
long-fibered cotton in throwaway appli- 
cators. It's so easy cto imsert that the 
iser's hands need never even touch it. 
And it’s just as easy to dispose of—a 
on when you're away from home. 
You can sit on the beach wearing 
Tampax. What if you don’t want to go 
in? There’s nothing to betray it’s one of 
those days’’—no belts, no pins, no 
odor. In fact Tampax is so comfortable 
he wearer doesn’t even feel it once it’s 
in place. Worn by millions of women, 
Tampax is really a ‘must’ to help you 
get every ounce of enjoyment out of 
mmer 

Buy Tampax this month. At any 
lrug or notion counter. In your choice 
of 3 absorbencies: Regular, Super, or 
Junior. Month’s supply goes in purse. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 


S. Pat. Off. 
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Believing that she had cheated on her husband, Julie was autgrnid for an 
explanation of her stolen night of love. 
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Getting her marriage annulled when-her missing GI husband suddenly reap- 
peared was easy for Jane, but the stork’s unexpected arrival complicated things. 
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Della was the kind of a girl who always got what she went after, no matter 
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HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 


EE ics ietsseces sss ensetteeansrerwnnneene 35 
California Modern For Easy Living... ...........cccccsccccecsccccccs 36 
SEO TTTE EET TOT TOC CTT CTT TCT eee 38 
Outdoor Eating Is Lots Of Fun..............sceeeeceececcccecercees 40 
BI GE BI soa ccc cceenccccccccecnedseetenssioeseoneeses 42 
Be Ge ID III. oo occ ne cr cc rccscessescecedocestesesnes 44 
Design-A-Group Furniture ............cccccccsesccsccccscccsvocessse 46 
The Eyes Have It...........ccccccccccsccescccccccceccscsscvesseces 48 


Cover Photo Of Joyce Bryant By Bertrand Miles 


York 
Inc., 1820 Sot-h Stichionn Avenue, Calenas 3S. Tilinois. PP as Of 








TAN is ished monthly by Johnson Publish’ Co., 

offices 55 West 42nd Street, Loe Angeles odlce: 1127 Wilshire Boulevard ma 

fice at Chicago, Ill., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Entire contents colette 1953, by Johnson * 
in whole or part prohibited without permission. Al! manuscr' pypeiited should be secsmpantes by P 

envelopes and return postage. The isher no ibil for return of 
Names of or business firms in all stor ee ee eee ka ang ot te if of 1 persone, FF 
models not actual Vv stories. IPTIONS: 1 year 7 
coinciden Photos are . who 93 7 ia & 














D' 


18. 

me | 
tinue 
have 
not | 


Will 


Dear 

At 
to fe 
of fe 
reacl 
of dc 
so ak 
ful te 
you ; 
frien 





15 


18 


32 


10 


22 


tela ee | 





EARLY 


BE 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


| ie MRS. JACKSON: I am a girl 15 
years old and am going with a boy, 
18. I admire him very much and he tells 
me that he likes me also. But he con- 
tinues to date other girls besides me. I 
have fallen in love with him but I am 
not sure whether he likes me or not. 
Will you please give me your advice. 


Rosie L.L. 


Dear Rosie L.L.: 

At 15, I feel that one is still too young 
to feel the deep humility and sincerity 
of faithful love. You have as yet not 
reached maturity, but are in the process 
of doing so. Don’t make up your mind 
so abruptly, because you won’t be faith- 
ful to your decision. In all probability, 
you are in love with love and not your 
friend. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Recently, I met a man ten years my 
senior and believed myself to be in love 
with him. He is now in prison for 744 
years and I have promised to wait for 
him. A short while ago, I moved into a 
new neighborhood and am beginning to 
date boys my own age. I feel guilty over 
my happiness and yet I am still young 
enough to have fun. Please let me know, 
I am so mixed up. Marjorie 
Dear Marjorie: 

I surmised from your letter that your 
older friend is probably 27 and you are 
17. Ten years is a great difference in 
ages for marriage, yet many of the hap- 
Piest marriages (Continued on Page 49) 








Proved protection for you and your children 


New Ipana 
Destroys Decay and 
Bad-Breath Bacteria 





Most dentists agree that 
toothdecay and 


mouth bacteria. Now you 
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DECAY AND 


bad breath 
caused by 





the 


millions—with new Ipana. 





Even one brushing stops bad breath all day!* 
Every brushing fights tooth decay! 


ou Do far more than clean your teeth 
when yoy brush with new white Ipana. 
Scientists proved that regular after-meal 
brushing with new Ipana reduces mouth 
bacteria—including decay and bad-breath 
bacteria—by an average of 84%. 
*Brush once — stop bed breath all day. 
In laboratory tests, new Ipana stopped most 
cases of unpleasant mouth odor for even 9 
hours after brushing. 
The effective way to help avoid tooth decay. 
Brushing teeth regularly after eating with 


New White Ipana 
Destroys Decay 

and Bad-Breath 
Bacteria ey 


new Ipana helps stop tooth decay the most 
effective way known. Ask your dentist. 
And here's how to take care of your gums 
—before gum troubles start. Brushing teeth 
from gum margins toward biting edges with 
new Ipana helps remove irritants that can 
lead to gum troubles. 

Your children will love Ipana’s new, more 
refreshing flavor. It was approved 2 to 1 by 
thousands of families who tried it at home. 


Get new good-tasting white Ipana today. 








Product of Bristol-Myers 











Letters To| T 


Ky BEST MAGAZINE — 
I am writing you about your wonderful for f 
hd book, TAN. I have been a reader of this — 


wonderful magazine ever since I began to see 


when 3 the lead role it on newsstands. Keep up the good work. the ¢ 
won I think TAN is the best magazine in the | comp 











e world. grace 
in our school play .. . Rosie Lee Blakely | do th 
Oak Ridge, La. becau 
to do 
(4if , the s¢ 
Just a couple of most worthy lines to let have | 
you know what the latest happenings are. colore 
I think that your magazine is real dapt. All be he 
the cats and kitties here in the main drag of The 
ro "Tl wasn’t afraid of the camera Stockton dig your copasetic and real cool cated 
+ Yes, you can beautify Saw iS ageing and Whiee magazine every oe. I sure dig am ee and h 
> anisou am a8 my make-up penings in your fine as wine magazine. Every and tl 
your complexion the ’ * = — TL I nervous ne the story in it moves me. Man, it knocks me out, norms 
same way professional Sects: 1 knew mz compesin Oa 
. ; , could go on telling you how wonderfu this a 
atta = yom and C. Diahann Johnson, —— your mag is, but this chick must ead the colore 
‘hite Vanishing Cream. eee scene. Keep up the excellent work and we roble 
It’s greaseless (can’t Remove make-up with Black here in Stockton will be your faithful patrons. orn 
and White Cleansing Cream. Mary Maynard 
cause blackheads), actu- Soften Skin with Black and Stockton. Calif. 


White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 






ally checks skin oiliness. | 
Make-up looks fresher, 


This is the first time I have ever written 








skin feels softer. about your fine magazine. I must say that I he 
you really had a wonderful idea when you Decem 

oi Seve powder that first published TAN. it soor 
lipstick that stays Since I do quite a bit of reading, TAN is I espe 
on and on, always first on my list. I never miss an issue, Be Ta’ 
gel sone nor do I miss reading every story. You can our hi 
always count on me as a fan. man ri 

Ida Bell Gregory I an 

Mattson, Miss. reader: 

} The co 

I am a Marine in Korea, and after reading which 


TAN, I find it entertaining, warm, human and make 
inspiring. Because the stories are so logical, agers t 


they could happen to anyone. It makes me _ 
proud to be a Negro because my people have pao ce 
e 


such tender human warmth. Keep it up. 
Pfc. Andrew Caine please 
c/o PM, San Francisco, Calif. 


Show, Wear, Sell 
HOSIERY and 











‘WEEKEND WIFE’ NO 
L j @ & E R i I am a regular reader of TAN and think it For 1 
is one of the best magazines on the market. admire 
I really enjoyed *“Weekend Wife.” I must the goo 

congratulate you for doing such a wonderful “ The 
job. Keep the good work up. Not 7 
Elizabeth Wilson more s 
South Norfolk. Va. the stor 

. 
Sample Kit TEEN TALK 

I am a steady reader of TAN, and I think 4 
ae 7 it is very interesting. I would pay 30c just for Sues 
1 { * oe section. I —_ Teen-Talk will TAN. | 

be lengthened very soon. I’ve benefited very D 
Guaranteed te Pes 






much from it. 
| NYLON HOSIERY : < = a Dorothy E. Palmer 
Knitted in our own mills, Lingerie Fits Like Made-to-Order Seaford, Del. 


sheer and lovely . . . in 52 Made of Nyla-Cre 47 new miracle fab- 























Loa tot every sise and ric, in 46 sizes to fit every type figure ALL HUMANS EQUAL I hee 
try, they buy forlife. 3 pairs likea dream. Launders exquisitely with- the Jur 
gueremess 3 iS a- out ironing. Take orders, make mone I have just finished reading TAN and want great w 
NSIC ST ew mylons tree: with wonderful spare time plan. Mail you to know how much I enjoy it. I am a This 
coupon today for FREE Sample Kit. ; young white man and I like very much to as- God. ¥ 
SE a ne sociate with colored people. I especially enjoy couldn’t 
DON’T SEND A PENNY ir AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. A-162 . reading your articles on mixed marriages be- with an 
janapolis 7, Indiana 5 cause I believe that if two people are really in fool out 
Rush coupon now for big, valuable aa =e FREE money-making Sample Kit and | love, no matter what their color may be, they This 
Sample Kit containing actual stock- § actual stocking have a perfect right to marry. This wi 
ing, fabric samples, style portfolio, | [ I realize that it causes a lot of talk o a Holy M 
and complete money-making plan. ] Nome I white and colored person to marry, but I be- What 
Costs nothing to try—everything { lieve the time will come when their marriage his time 
FREE. Act now. i Address | _— be aie fm bape At present, He is g 
am in the Air Force. My college education 
AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS i eS er Siete ! was ended by the war. There was no line om 
Dept. A-162 indianapolis 7,indiana LL. a drawn between the different races when it 
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The Editor 


came to selecting the men to fight. If the col- 
ored people are going to help fight the wars 
for freedom, why can’t they have the same 
freedom that the whites have? 

I am from a large city in the South where 
the colored people have very few privileges 
compared to the whites and I think it is a dis- 
grace. I think that they should have rights to 
do the many things that I am permitted to do 
because of my color. I am determined to try 
to do something to help the colored people in 
the south when I get out of service. I plan to 
have a business that will make way for a few 
colored people to have jobs that would usually 
be held by whites. 

There are some very educated and unedu- 
cated white people who are so blind, stupid 
and hard-hearted that they will never change 
and they will think I’m trash, but I am just a 
normal person with a human heart and want 
to see all humans equal. I am very sincere in 
this and would like to correspond with some 
colored people and get their ideas on the race 
problem. I would also like to correspond with 
some white people as to their ideas. 

George Franklin 
Albuquerque, N. M. 


LOVE IN SCHOOL 


I have been reading TAN regularly since 
December, 1952. I’m sorry I didn’t know about 
it sooner because it is a wonderful magazine. 
I especially liked your article on “Should Love 
Be Taught In School?” I’m proud to say that 
our high school here in Norwich has a “hu- 
man relations” class. 

I am writing this letter to tell the teen-age 
readers of TAN about our “Hep Cat” club. 
The colored teen-agers in Norwich have a club 
which consists of ten girls. We are trying to 
make it a national club and urge all teen- 
agers to join. Once a month, we have a meet- 
ing based on TAN. We read every story and 
discuss our likes and dislikes. If there is any- 
one interested in joining the “Hep Cats” 
please write to me for information. 

Lois Montgomery 
Norwich, Conn. 


NOT THE MARRYING KIND 


For more than a year, I have been an ardent 
admirer of TAN. I think it is tops. Keep up 
the good work. 

The story that appealed to me most was 
“Not The Marrying Kind.” Please bring us 
more stories about the lower class and make 


the stories longer. 
John Johnson 
Temple, Tex. 


THE PETERS SISTERS 


I congratulate you on the April issue of 
TAN. I particularly enjoyed the story about 
the Peters sisters. 

Maxine Boston 
hicago 


FATHER DIVINE 


I have just read Father Divine’s story in 
the June issue and in my opinion it was a 
great waste of paper and space. 

This man has the nerve to call himself 

What I would like to say about him you 
couldn’t print. I am only 19, but a person 
with any sense can see that he is making a 
fool out of some stupid people. 

This kissless marriage is a lot of bunk. 

is wife of his must class herself with The 
Holy Mother, Mary, Mother of our Lord. 

What is Father Divine going to do when 
his time comes to die? I can answer that. 
e is going to lay down and die just like 
you and I must do. Vivian Holley 

Buffalo, N. -Y. 
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You can look far lovelier . . . have more beautiful eyes. It’s ever so 
simple! Dramatize your lashes with Maybelline Mascara— they'll 
not only look longer and darker . . . but your eyes will appear larger, 
lovelier. And for graceful expressive brows . . . just a touch of soft 
Maybelline Eyebrow Pencil. Give your eyes romantic beauty with 


MASCARA * EYE SHADOW x EYEBROW PENCIL 














Don’t be 
HALF-SAFE 


It’s easy to be SURE! 


aw Cae Deodorant Proved 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY2nd ODORLESS 


Doctors know this new Cream Arrid, used daily, is 114 times as effective 
Deodorant, used daily, does MORE. as any other leading deodorant! 
Be sure your person and your clothes are safe 4 Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses 








from underarm perspiration stains and odor. Of men’s shirts. Safe for finest fabrics. 

To be effective, doctors know your deodorant 5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
must keep underarms dry and odorless, save cream. Preferred by 117,000 
your clothes from stains. Tests prove Arrid nurses. Arrid contains Cream- 
Cream Deodorant, used daily,protects 5 ways: | ogen, won't dry out in jar. 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, keeps underarms dry. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely on contact. Keeps underarms 
sweet by antiseptic action. 

3. 53% more security! Doctors prove 
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Ne. $204 
Colorful lightweight Brown 
Shell, Bive or Green frome. 
















Ne. 311 
LACE B&-BOP $495 
Gergeous laminated Genu- 
ine zy! with inieid black 
lece, PINK crystal or BLUE 
crystal frames. 













style Brown Shell, 
5 aoe, weer Pink Peorl 


Ne. SITA 

DATE BAIT 
14K Gold plated bow-knots 
ond rims. Black, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl fromes. 


$395 


bé-80/P"* PERSONAL /TY GLASSES 


ALL 
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Ne. 540 


ORIENTAL $415 


Genuine optical Zyl. Light 
er dark tortoise sheli. Block, 
blue or pink crystal frames. 





Ne. 519 
MEN'S GOLDEN 
Genvine ryi, gold 
trim. Brown or Block $295 


Seme cs above in deluxe 
GOLD FILLED trim. 


$495 


Ne. 219 


IN’ CLEAR 


WHITE 





All with Leetheratte case 
end tens cleaner. 








Me. $22 ; 
Genvine optical xzyl with, 
gold picted trim. Demi- 
Amber Brown of Bleck 


Ne. 222 
Same as above in deluxe 
GOLD FILLED trim. 











DAISY MAE $395 
Mother-of-Pearl daisy orna- 
ments with fake diamond 
insets. Shell or Black frames. 





No. 201 
MEN'S DELUXE $495 
Genuine Optical Zyl, straight 
-top. Torto‘se Shell Black or Zyl. 


Brown frames. 





Ne. 314 
OAISS BROADWAY $495 
Rimless gold plated frame. 
Eor pieces in Black, Brown, 
Pink or Blue Peorl. lens 
colors — Clear, Sreen, Bive 
er Rose Tint. 








“SEND FOR FREE CATALOG 
BE SAFE! BUY FROM 





203P Market St 








AN 
OPTICAL COMPANY 
I vscssccceconseseveons 
10 DAY TRIAL' *Reg. 
memo NO MONEY — } DAY 
Ms postooe or send 7 
i ee enc y ie Si eiaiiccuhicahlinceshdcietiiatiieinicis 





203P Merket $¢., Newerk 2, N. J. 


OR GREEN LENSES. 
















DELUXE 808-TOPs tan 


Ladies or Men 


Genvine optical two - 


Dark Tortoise Shen 
“No. 266 (men's size) 
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By Helen Sides 


A* IMPRESSIVE array of the star 

courses for August can alter the 
lives and fate of many persons. It is 
well, therefore, to look for, and be pre- 
pared to encounter increased attention 
in the areas of romance and courtship 
during this month. 

The love bird will not merely chirp, 
it will sing to high heaven with a melo- 
dious voice for those whose feelings, 
mind and soul are now kindled to the 
pitch and tone of a fast-beating heart. 

This is because the planets are in that 
section of the sky known as the Zodiacal 
sign Leo which governs the heart. ‘The 
golden solar rays stimulate the pulse with 
light, warmth and power. Mercury, the 
messenger of the gods in Leo, telepath- 
ically conveys the yellow-tinted thoughts 
and ideas of love and affection from the 
minds of those in love from one to an- 
other. 

Mars in Leo, steaming with energy, 
excites the ardor, desires and passions 
into rose-tinted fever heat. This particu- 
larly applies and is favorable to birth- 
days under Aries, Gemini, Leo, Libra, 
Sagittarius and Aquarius. 

From the sign Cancer which sponsors 
feelings, moods, the mother and family 
instincts, we find Venus, extolling the 
blue rays of love and beauty, blending 
them with the electrifying romantic rays 
of the planet Uranus. This can cause 
even the breezes to sway with affection 
and romance. 

Birthdays under Taurus, Cancer, Vir- 
go, Scorpio, and Pisces are linked up 
generously and pleasantly to this Venus- 
Uranian stimulation. While Capricom 
is in the path, all conditions cannot be 
considered entirely favorable for new 
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BY MRS. HARRY BELAFONTE 


N THE YEAR 1944, when the serene 

academic atmosphere of Hampton In- 
stitute’s campus was blasted by an in- 
vasion of men in blue uniforms, Harry 
Belafonte appeared on the scene—just 
another gob sent there to take one of the 
Navy’s special training courses. 

I wasn’t aware of him until he blocked 
my path one morning while I was hurry- 
ing to make a ten o’clock class. 

“Young lady,” he said, “I made a nice 
discovery yesterday.” 

Astonished, I looked up. He seemed 
to tower over me—a leanly-built, re- 
markably-attractive six-footer. 

“It was only yesterday that I found 
out, Miss Byrd, that you are a student 
here. All along, I thought you were one 
of the teachers. You are so reserved, so 
dignified—” 

“Sailor,” I retorted, “your approach 
is positively awful.” 

“You'll marry me one day,” he called 


after me. I left him standing there smil- 
ing—and confident. 

Young Belafonte was the persistent 
type, I found out. He tried a dozen dif- 
ferent approaches on as many occasions. 
He’d go out of his way to meet me on 
campus. Equally hard, I tried to avoid 
him. Remember, I told myself, you’re 
in your senior year—see that you con- 
duct yourself as the dean expects you to. 
Don’t get involved with this good-looking 
potential juvenile delinquent. 

But Harry was persistent—and per- 
suasive. On our first date, we went to a 
movie. A succession of other dates fol- 
lowed. 

Romance? Amour? No! Arguments! 
Harry and I would start to discuss some 
topic calmly. Invariably, we’d wind up 
in verbal conflict. Most times, the argu- 
ments were sparked by Harry’s pet 
peeve: the Navy’s policy toward its Ne- 
gro personnel. (Continued on Page 53) 








‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is wonder- 
fully comforting for baby’s chafed, 
chapped or tender skin. Just smooth it 
on the irritated places, especially where 
clothing rubs. ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
is world famous for purity. It helps in 
three important ways: 


@Soothes—apply lightly to irritated 
places. 


@ Protects against infection when the 
skin is broken. 


@ Promotes quick healing. 
Buy a jar today! 





Remember ‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic and 
ps ‘Vaseline’ Cream Hair Tonic for well- 
>~>* groomed hair that stays well groomed. 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
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He caressed me with a tenderness that 
drove all thoughts of Maybelle from my 
mind. 


older 
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YOUNG HUSBAND? 


Holding a husband ten years her junior, when younger 


women were trying to entice him, proved quite a job for 


Ivey until her eyes were suddenly opened by a rival. 


I FELT, rather than saw, the pitying 

glances my bridge partners were se- 
cretly exchanging and I knew what they 
were thinking. But I steeled myself and 
tried to concentrate on the cards. 

“This’ll be the last one for me, girls,” 
Madge said, adding up the score. “I’m 
not as young as I used to be,” she added 
significantly. 

“Just one more rubber,” I coaxed. 

Dorothy, our hostess, refilled our 
glasses. “Yes, Madge,” she said. “By 
that time, Ivey’s husband will be here.” 
She pressed her lips together and I could 
picture her adding a mental “maybe.” 

“Yes, Bob will be here any minute 
now,” I said quickly, wishing I felt as 
confident as I sounded. 

Madge shot Dorothy a sidelong glance 
and said: “Oh, all right, then.” 

I was dummy on the next hand and 
instead of watching the progress of the 
game, I walked over to the window of 
the apartment and glanced down into the 
street. There was no sign of our car. 
Bob had gone bowling and promised to 
pick me up at 11 on the dot. It was now 
quarter past. 

I sat down on the sofa and picked up 
a magazine, idly leafing through it, a 
myriad of thoughts running helter-skel- 
ter through my mind. I thought about 
the “girls,” smiling inwardly because all 
five of us were’in our late 30’s or early 
40’s. But J prided myself that I was the 
most active, and with pardonable vanity, 
the youngest looking. That was because 
Ihad a man. Madge, for instance, was a 
widow; so was Elsie. Dorothy had a 
husband, but he was a good 10 years 
older than her 42—and looked every 
minute of it. 

But my Bob—well, the fact that the 
girls were envious, even though they 
were catty about it, convinced me that | 
had done the right thing when I married 
aman 10 years my junior... . 


I'd made up my mind right after Al- 
bert died. I stood looking down in the 
coffin at his silent, waxen face and vowed 
this would never happen again. Twice 
I'd been widowed, left alone by men I 
had loved and shared a happy, but brief, 
married life. 

My first husband passed when I was 
barely 30. Our seven years together were 
cut short by the heart attack he suffered 
when he was 45. Two years later I mar- 
ried Albert. He died of a stroke after 
we'd been together for five years. 

For the next 12 months I did some 
serious thinking. Most of the women 
I’d known for any length of time also 
were widows. It seemed that just when 
we had settled down with our husbands, 
they succumbed to one of the many ail- 
ments that strike middle-aged men. And 
I noticed that all of us had followed 
tradition by marrying men who were 
older than we. 

Remembering the despair I suffered 
and the vow I’d made at my second hus- 
band’s grave,-I wondered whether the 
solution wasn’t a very simple—yet un- 
popular one—marry. a younger man. 
When I met Bob I was still an attractive 
woman, with all the desire for love and 
affection that had been awakened within 
me, yet never completely fulfilled. 

I had heard of the old Hindu practice 
of suttee, by which Hindu women threw 
themselves on the funeral pyres of their 
husbands and were cremated with their 
dead mates. Looking around at some of 
my contemporaries I had the very defi- 
nite opinion that for all the dull, unloved 
routine of their lives, they might as well 
have passed on with their husbands. Per- 
sonally, I felt I would prefer death to a 
long, lonely widowhood. 

So Bob and I began seeing each other 
He was one of those men who 


(Continued on Page 78) 
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NEW Figure Mold 
HIDE -A-WAIST 





FEATURES 


Galore 


17 Sectional 
Features... 
Streamline 
Waistline... 


Lastex, satin- 
faced rayon. 
Fully guaran- 
teed. Liaht- 
weight Sizes 
24 to 40. 


Say “goodbye” to clumsy waist line! Hide-A- 
Waist automatically shapes your figure to a new 
loveliness. Banishes unwanted bulges—gives 
you the narrow youthful waist newest styles de- 
mand. You've never had such graceful, alluring 
curves—such freedom and style in anything 
you've worn. 4 extra-length detachable and ad- 
justable garters complete Hide-A-Waist. 








10 DAY TR LA Sees CF 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 

i. aoe 
S. J. Wegman Ce., H 

| 836 Broadway, New York 3, N. ¥. ! 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three- in-one at once. J 

! itt am ont thrillingly satisfied | will return it ‘anter 

1 10- “aay FREE E trial fer prompt retund ef full pur- 4 


(waist size in inches). ; 
—- of extra-length detachable 
e@arters at enly S0c fer set ef four. 
co. Twill pay postman on Gollvery plus 


| Dt enclose payment. The S. 3. Wegman Ceo. will i 
Day postage. j 








FOR THE LIGHTER, BRIGHTER COMPLEXION 


THAT WELCOMES Close-ups ( 


Maybe it’s a camera that’s close-up, or 
maybe it’s the special man in your life. 
In either case, you want your complex- 
ion to be lovely, light and clear. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 


< s i New Nadinola De Luxe we 





is non-oily, 
greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 
shine. 75c and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The sriginnt. ius 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 60c and $1.00 


she is to have a lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NapINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NADINOLA right away! 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





sy RiITY * Quickly Helps Heal 
ECONOM =... 


PETROLEUM MOR 
JELLY SLINE 
World's Largest Seller at We 
Save More on 25¢ Size 
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ime home study 
course lays , solid foundation. If you have 
the FREE Boo! for this type of work,sendfor Y, 
—. “Opportunities in Com- 
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BAKING SCHOOL 
635 woversan Poon. Pkwy., Dept. 323C, Chicago 14, i. 





ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches ] 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT =p 
Same price for full length or bust ¢- 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 

c y 








z fa group picture. Original is 
eturned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 ter$]5° 


Just mail photo, negative or snap- 
any size) and receive — 


guaranteed fadeless,on beantifa | double- _welgnt 
postman 67c plus 


portr ait as 
posta, = or seni th order and we pay post, oe 
Professional Art Studies, 5345. Male, Dest. 5K, Priaceten, ilinels 


© advantage of this 








.--Train At Home For 
A WELL PAID CAREER 


PRACTICAL NURSING 


Help fill the urgent need for Trained 
Nui If you are neve se 18 4. 55, it’s easy to 
train at home i in your spa! a mma in this respect- 
ed calling. any earn white ieerning. — er is oct not peoded. 

| Narse’s ha. included. Mai! FREE Facts 






a Schoo! Of Practical Muraing, tn 

| 2325 “sheticla Ave., Desk EX-26, Chicago 14, tll. | 
| Please rush FREE FACTS and Sample Lesson Pages. 
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By James Goodrich 





ip ELLINGTON was always way 

ahead of other popular maestros in 
the recording of concert jazz. And he 
still is, judging by one of his newest LP 
releases on Columbia called “Ellington 
Uptown.” An album of five unusually 
fine works, it stacks up favorably with 
Duke’s best artistic productions on wax 
of recent years. 

Three of the selections are Ellington 
standards (The Mooche, Take the “A” 
Train and Perdido) ; one is a new con- 
cert composition of the maestro (A Tone 
Parallel to Harlem) and the fifth is an 
original by drummer Louis Bellson (Skin 
Deep). Louis, who was playing with the 
band at the time the sides were cut, beats 
out a frantic drum session in the presen- 
tation of his composition. 

Besides Bellson’s stint, there are sev- 
eral other scintillating solo exhibitions 
in the Ellington album. On Mooche, 
clarinetist Jimmy Hamilton, bassist Wen- 
dell Marshall and baritone saxist Harry 
Carney make the big noises. Tenor sax- 
man Paul Gonsalves paces “A” Train in 
follow-up to a bop vocal by Betty Roche, 
blowing sizzlingly hot at the finale of the 
side. On Perdido, the star is trumpeter 
Clark Terry who bops most impressively 
at the head of the ensemble on the Juan 
Tizol tune. 

The most artistic effort in the Elling- 
ton package is definitely Harlem, a mood 
piece which runs 14 minutes. Longest 


item ever (Continued on Page 70) 
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“{ 
| CURTAIN 


The curtain falls 
Upon our little drama 
Our hour of glamour is past. 


The curtain falls 
Upon Love’s golden glory 
A perfect story well cast. 


The scenes were realistic 
The settings were artistic 
The dialogue was fine 


We remembered every line. 
The curtain falls 
The footlights are still burning 
” But there’ll be no returning and tonight 
y : ae eal 
ee You exit left—I exit right 
he No bows, no wild applause 
LP No curtain calls 
an The curtain just falls. 
lly Ruth D. Gibbs 
ith 
ax 
LOVE COMES TO ALL 
‘on Love comes to all, but only stays 
i With those who know its virtue; 
on- Long remembered yesterdays 
ne Are Love’s chief source of nurture. 
en Love has its sly opponents who 
h Are evil by novation; 
he ape ‘ 
we One is spiteful jealousy, 
oe Another false elation. 
Listen, lovers! Don’t get rash 
be Because you’ve been hurt deeply; 
ns If each will pardon hasty words, 
he, Then love will rule completely. 
> Elmer Leroy Baker 
ry 
re DISAPPOINTMENT 
1e, You held me close 
he And whispered softly, 
er “T love you, Dear.” 
ly Those were the words 
an My ears had longed to hear 
Yet, they were uttered 
g- Only in a dream last night 
nd And I must go on wishing, 
st Hoping, through daylight. 
)) Edna E. White 











Nouw-/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 
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1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 





NEW IMPROVED 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


z Su ates 7 
Dt abel SR Shoe 


v¥ TESTED by Doctors 
v TRUSTED by Women 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
vet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. ‘Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


i= mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-38 

orwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 

Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 

envelope. 


Name 





Address, 
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CONTAINS LANOLIN! Relieves ‘“shampoo- 
dry” hair and dry scalp! Keeps your hair 
in place...lustrous and well-groomed, all day! 





Fitch Rose Hair Dressing now gives this 
amazing double-action care for your hair: 


1. FITCH keeps wild, dry hair sleekly 
groomed all day! 


2. FITCH conditions dry scalp as you 
groom your hair. Contains lanolin. 


20,000,000 bottles sold every year. Get 
Fitch Rose Hair Dressing at toilet-goods 
counters everywhere. 


FITCH Sep 


ROSE HAIR DRESSING 
and BRILLIANTINE 


Also Famous Fitch Hair Oil—10¢ 
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vin Mone 
The Personalized Perfume 
that matches YOUR personality! 





Your personality, like your name, is yours alene. Now 
wear Mine Alone, the one perfume that is personalized 
personality-wise! 

Your name is printed in gold on the label and inside 
the exquisite Mine Alone bottle is the single fragrance 
hat best matches yeur personality . . the one fragrance 


hat says ‘‘you’’ — you alone. 
ach Mine Alone scent is blended of the purest 
mported oils and exotic ingredients by one of the 


vorid’s largest makers of fine perfumes. For your 
generous half-ounce bottle of Mine Alone personalized 
rfume, send $1.00 deposit, pay the postman the bal- 
You must be satisfied or your money will be 


efunded 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 





Mine Alone Perfume 

6400 Gaston Avenue, Dallas 14, Texas eeee 
Please rush me my bottle of Mine Alone personai- 

zed perfume. | enclose $1. i i 
the postman $3.98, plus C.0.0. postage and 20% 
tax, My name and personality are checked below. 
Name to be printed on label 

Name for mailing 

Address - - 
City ... Zone > ey 


My birthday is eos: 9 enccececccccccocs 
Month Date 
am Emotional, sensitive, artistic 


Carefree, light-hearted, witty 
Demure, quiet, composed 
Aggressive, vigorous, active 











By Jane Walters 


RE YOU a nobody-loves-me girl? 

A chickadee who creeps off into a 
corner (alone) at parties and plays in- 
visible? A mum little robin who gets 
tongue-tied among strangers and can- 
not utter a peep? A lassie who thinks 
the world is waiting around to see her 
fall flat on her social face? 

If the shoe fits snugly, then draw up 
a chair, because Auntie Janie has words 
for you. 

What you're ailing with, teen-timer, 
isn’t fatal. You’re just nursing a case 
of extreme self-consciousness which 
smites many girls and boys in their 
teens and lingers on until that bright 
day when they realize that the universe 
is not universally against them. Per- 
sonality-wise, you’re high on sensitivity 
and low on poise, which means that in 
company you're about as relaxing as a 
fallen arch. 

The time to repair your ailing soul is 
now, while you’re young and your per- 
sonality is as resilient as a willow bough. 
You won’t turn into a life-of-the-party 
type overnight, but you can begin de- 
veloping the charm and poise which 
will make people by the dozens want to 
know you better. 

First off, you ought to learn a few 
secrets about other human beings. One 
of these little gems of wisdom is that 
most people are just a little bit shy in 
strange situations. You're not the only 
one who has troubles, so stop feeling 
sorry for yourself. Even if you blunder 
into a meeting of the We-Know-Every- 
body-Who’s-Anybody clan, you’re likely 
to find a few stray cousins who are just 
as lost as you are in this environment. 

While you’re fumbling for a way to 
meet them, they are probably churning 
their brain cells for a formula for meet- 
ing you. 

So, just in case nothing should come 
of their mental mathematics, you take 
the lead. Inhale a little atmosphere 
(which is supposed to vitalize the spirits 


and strengthen the backbone), shinny 
up to them, and with a charming smile 
introduce yourself. This is the hardest 
part, because if you’re shy you may 
expect them to say, “So what!” But, 
unless they’re absolute drips, or on the 


lam from the cops, they'll tell you their | 
names and open the door to conversa- — 


tion. 

From there on, the going is easy. Just 
be your friendly, warm, informal but 
courteous self. In other words, treat 
them like you would some well-liked 


member of the family. They will re _ 


spond in kind. Since most people are 
flattered when interest is shown in them, 


make them talk about themselves by 


asking questions or guiding the con- 
versation in such a way that they are 
enticed into expressing their opinions. 
By warming them up, you forget your 
own self-consciousness! 

Another technique which works when 
you are really desperate is to spot the 


friendliest looking person in the room- 


and start a conversation with him or 
her. There’s usually one out-going type 
at every party, school, church, play- 
ground or malted milk menagerie who 
just loves to meet new people and intro- 
duce them around. First thing you 
know, you'll be on talking terms with 
everybody present, because the guardian 
angel whom you just met will see to it 
that you do—if you’re interesting. 

If you run into a snag and find that 
you're not as quick with the quip as 
you'd like to be, don’t fret. Think about 
the people you’re meeting, find out what 
makes them tick, listen to what they’re 
saying and look interested. Even better, 
be interested. You can learn something 
new every day just by keeping your 
little ears unclogged. 

Learn how to laugh and be merry, 
too, because laughter is as contagious 
as whooping cough and far, far pleas- 
anter. It not only lifts your own spirits, 
but gives the (Continued on Page 59) 
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Believing that she had cheated on her husband, Julie was hard-pressed for an 
Then she discovered that Chris, too, 


explanation of her stolen night of love. 


had a confession to make. 


I WATCHED my husband slip into his topcoat with a 

deliberation that made me want to scream. His bag 
was packed, waiting in the hall and yet he made excuses to 
linger. My nerves were seemingly coiled into tight little 
springs as I watched him slip the cigarette case I’d given 
him for his birthday, into his pocket. Then he glanced 
around as if looking for further excuses for delay. 

His lean, good-looking face was somber and his brown 
eyes held a look of defeated bewilderment which made 


¥ 


- te€ 


me wince guiltily. I kept from speaking irritably by sheer 
self-control. I had been married to Chris Baxter for a 
little more than a year—and I had known since my wed- 
ding night that I’d made a horrible mistake. 

I knew it, and he knew it. I had accepted the fact, but 
Chris refused to admit it or even discuss it. Whenever 
I tried to mention that lots of people made mistakes and 
corrected them in a divorce court, he’d look at me with 
his hurt brown eyes and say with a gesture of despair: 























Julie was willing to pav 
the price for one night of 
stolen romance because 
her husband had 


failed as a lover. 


“But I love you, Julie. I don’t want a 
divorce . . . ever.” 

A cab horn blasted impatiently out- 
side and reluctantly he picked up his 
bag. He came toward me, where I was 
sitting at the end of the dining room 
table. I Knew he was going to kiss me 
good-bye, and I braced myself for the 
brief contact. He tried to touch my lips 
with his but I turned my head and his 
lips touched my cheek. 

I didn’t miss his weary sigh as he said, 
“T’ll wire you when to expect me back. 

“Good-bye, Chris,” I said. 

He waited another endless moment 
and then opened the front door and went 
out. The door closed solidly, and I waited 
until | heard the cab sputter away down 
the street—and then I relaxed. I was 
limp as a rag. He was gone! The respite 
would last maybe a week, maybe a 
month. But for each sweet day of release 
from his presence, I gave thanks. If 
only he would let me go. If only I never 
had to live in the same house with him 
another day . . . or another night! 

| stared moodily out across our sunlit 
lawn. October had touched the maples 
with her flaming brush, chrysanthemums 
were in bud and the day was blue and 
gold. My small ranch house sprawled in 
sparkling arrogance, the rooms with 
their still new furniture and the wedding 
silver still shining on my table. It was 
a darling house, in a good neighborhood, 
in a good suburb of Chicago. 
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My husband was handsome, he loved 
me, he was a rising young lawyer with 
a well-known firm. We belonged to the 
young married crowd of Lakewood, we 
were popular, we had everything a young 
couple dreams of, when they plan mar- 
riage. But I was the unhappiest girl in 
the whole world, because I was not in 
love with Chris Baxter. 

Wearily, I went back over the reasons, 
just as I’d done a thousand times. What 
had happened to me? I had thought I 
was crazy about Chris when I married 
him. We had been engaged a year, our 
wedding was a lovely thing all mixed up 
in bridal wreath, roses, champagne and 
tulle. 

Chris had been handsome in his black 
and white wedding clothes. I’d trembled 
when his hand covered mine as we cut 
our wedding cake. I had been shyly 
radiant as we drove off in his new con- 
vertible with satin ribbons floating from 
the rear and our brand new luggage 
piled side by side in the trunk. 

We'd stopped at a hotel in Detroit 
for our first night together. Chris had 
bought me a lovely wedding supper and 
I could still hear his low laughter and 
still feel my burning blushes as we stood 
in that hotel lobby to register, and rice 
fell out of the pocket of his coat when 
he pulled out a handkerchief. 

The clerk had grinned knowingly and 
so had the bellhop, who took us up to 
our room. The door closed behind him 
and his grin and Chris and I were alone. 
That was when all the romance in my 
memories ended. That was the night my 
marriage began—and ended. 

Because, without warning, Chris 
changed from a smiling, romantic prince 
into a greedy, clumsy, demanding strang- 
er. A stranger who violated my body 
and ripped my rosy dreams into tatters. 
I was filled with horror and repugnance. 
I fought furiously and wept weakly— 
and surrendered in final defeat. I was 
married to this man and he had every 
right to do with me as he pleased. 

Oh, he wasn’t exactly brutal. He was 
just demanding his rights and he laughed 
when I protested. He said: “Darling, you 
needn’t be on guard any more. We're 
married. Don’t you understand that all 
this is right, now? You belong to me 
and I love you so much!” 

He insisted I’d get used to him, he 
laughed at my protesting tears and said 
he wouldn’t want his bride to be bold or 





eager. That was a man’s prerogative. 
But when he finally fell asleep by my 
side, I crept from the bed and stared 
moodily out over the dark city of Detroit. 
I hated that man in that bed—and I 
was married to him until “death do ye 
part.” I shivered in the September cool- 
ness—and wished I could die. 

If this was marriage, God help me—I 
wanted no part of it. I had loved it 
when Chris had kissed me while we were 
engaged. I’d thrilled when his kisses be- 
came too ardent and he would push me 
away and go rushing home. It had been 
a heady, exciting game. But always in 
the back of my mind, I must have known 
that I was safe. 

Chris was a gentleman. I had nothing 
to fear from him. And when I thought 
of our coming wedding night—I left it 
wrapped in cellophane and white satin 
ribbons. Once we were married, what- 
ever came would be as lovely and roman- 
tic as our engagement days. 

That’s what I’d thought. How naive I 
had been! I suppose being raised by an 
inhibited old maid aunt who told me 
nothing of marriage, helped make me 
even more naive. Oh, I picked up some 
knowledge from other girls’ babblings, 
from books which I didn’t understand 
too well. I knew the basic facts of life, 
but to me at nineteen—they were still 
theoretical. Now, at twenty—I was a 
cold, disillusioned girl who wondered 
how she was going to escape from the 
trap called marriage. 

I had tried so hard to overcome my 
rebellion against Chris and his demands. 
For six whole months, I had tried. But 
finally, I gave it up. I told him I didn’t 
love him and wanted a divorce. He was 
shocked and angry. He called me a little 
prude—and refused even to consider a 
divorce. 

“You're just refusing to adjust to the 
new relationship,” he argued. “I don’t 
beat you, Julie. Many times I’ve let 
you have your way and it wasn’t easy. 
But you lived too long with your Aunt. 


You have old maid ideas, but if you'll | 


just relax and stop being so ice-cold—” 
Then he broke off at my look of stormy 
repugnance and I can still hear him say- 
ing, unbelievingly : . 

“I’ve heard of frigid wives. God help 
me, if I’ve married one.” 


I’d heard of them, too, and his words — 
filled me with fear. I went on, for a little © 
longer, trying to simulate an ardor I 
(Continued on Page 70) 


didn’t feel. 
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“Pve heard of frigid wives. God help me, 


if ’'ve married one.” 
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Getting her marriage to Jerry annulled when her missing 


soldier husband suddenly reappeared was easy for Jane, 


but the stork’s arrival complicated matters a bit, especially 


vyhen Jane learned the father of the coming baby was her 


second husband 


| ONCE READ of a woman who was 
~ watching boxing on television one 
ght and, as the camera shifted, she 
potted a familiar face in the crowd; it 
s the husband who had deserted her 
ouple of years previous. What hap- 
1ed to me was somewhat similar, only 
much worse in every respect that I 
ent into hysterics when I saw the cruel 
k Fate had played on me. 
Jerry and I were celebrating our an- 
versary that night—our third. We'd 
n married three whole weeks and we 
1 invited a few friends over to mark 
= occasion. Jerry was a great one for 
arties and the fact that it had been 
ree weeks since he had persuaded me 
become Mrs. Jerry Walsh was reason 
ough for a big blowout. 
! had protested, even though I knew 
at Jerry was the type to have his own 
y, regardless. “I know what you're 
ing to say, Jane,” he’d cut in, with 
at crooked little smile of his, “you’re 
ng to tell me you don’t love me, that 
i'll never forget Milt.” 

I cried, laying my 

n against his cheek. 

He turned his head and pressed his 
to my hand. “I don’t kid myself 
you'll grow to love me,” he said 

emnly. “All I want is to be near you, 

make you happy.” 

And how grateful I was for Jerry’s 

iderstanding attitude! No demands, 
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‘Oh, my darling! 


no obligations for me to live up to; just 
bask in the love and affection he lav- 
ished on me. It was selfish of me, I 
know, to take everything and give noth- 
ing in return. But I had a good excuse 
—the war. 

The thing in Korea—was it war or 
“police action?” Was I a war widow 
or the unhappy wife of an enlisted man 
who'd met with an accident overseas, 
and therefore not entitled to the honor 
and benefits due a war widow? Most 
important of all, was Milt dead or alive? 

These were just a few of the problems 
that drove me nearly out of my mind 
until Jerry came along. Milt had been 
missing in action for over a year and 
life for me was a nightmare. 

We’d been married only six months 
before he was drafted, and having him 
literally dragged out of my arms after 
so brief a period of married happiness 
was almost more than | could take. Then 
came the fierce fighting in which Milt’s 
outfit was cut to pieces, followed by 
endless weeks without any official noti- 
fication. 


I MET JERRY during my futile at- 

tempts to learn something about my 
missing husband from the government 
agencies. Jerry was an older man, with 
a kind face and a quiet strength that 
proved a haven for me during those 
hectic days. (Continued on Page 65) 





“What would you say if I told you we're going to 
have a baby?” 








































e Young the same way I got 
x else I'd wanted- -pouted 
jaw determinedly and re- 
ge until | got my way. When 
girl. the routine included 
yself on the floor and kicking 
“screaming at the top of my 
time I met and fell in love 
1 tactics were more subtle 
re effective. 

Banks and what I wanted, 
T went after Dave. walking 
r people. shoving them aside, 


all sorts or tricks, until he 


ite satisfied with the woman 
‘up to be—small, petite. and 
cent baby stare that never 
‘results.- 1 know now that | 





pampered and thoroughly 
hut with a doting mother 
rothers who saw to it that 
h was granted, it was only 
I came to think of myself 
f the universe. 

fairness. I can't place all 
my family. When the time 
make the most important 


life, IT had neither the 





courage nor the will to make the right 
choice. I had become so accustomed to 
having my own way that it was virtually 
impossible for me to act unselfishly. So 
up to the very end, I got my way, but it 
cost me the one thing I wanted more than 
anything else in life—the man I loved. 

For you to understand the tragedy 
that wrecked my marriage and brought 
sorrow and heartbreak to everyone close 
to me. | must go back to my childhood 
and tell how it was then with me—how 
it has always been. 

Dad owned a grocery store“and to my 
childish mind, it was the source of any- 
thing | wanted. If Dad didn’t have it 
in the store I could count on it being 
there the day after | asked for it. whether 
it was a new dress or some toy to add to 
my big collection of playthings. 

I realize now some of the sacrifices 
he had to make in order not to disap- 
point me, but at the time it meant noth- 
ing to me that the war had just started 
and a big supermarket had opened up 
down the street, making things tough 
for our store. 

My eldest brother, Eddie, was 10 years 


AMPERED 
\D PASSIONATE 


my senior. and Junior was 18. The 
both treated me like a princess and | 
could always count on money from then 


each week in addition to the allowance 


Dad gave me. Mother. of course, waited 
on me hand and foot. 
Poor Dad loved me too. I can see now. 


but he often tried to pound some sense 


into Mother and the boys about the way 
they treated me. So. although he would 
never fail to come through with what- 
ever it was | demanded. | usually went 
to one of the others first. 


HE CHRISTMAS of 1941, I remem- 

ber. was the year I discovered how 
things really were with the family. | 
had heen sent to bed early, but unable 
to sleep because of the excitement gener- 
ated by the approaching holiday season. 
T slipped out of my room and ventured to 
the head of the stairs. 

Taking a seat on the top landing. | 
listened unabashed to the conversatio: 
that floated up from the dining room. ! 
caught my breath as I heard my father - 
voice boom out. 
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Della was the kind of a girl 
who always got what she went 
after. no matter who was 
hurt. but she was in for a 
rude awakening when she set 


out to capture Dave. 


nant you to love me!” / 
!, sobbing in earnest now. 
not used to begging, but 
do anything anything!” 




















/ LOI ANOTMER 


Singer Jimmy Grissom jilted his childhood sweetheart for another, but now finds 
he really loves her although she is another man’s wife. 































BY JIMMY GRISSOM 


T= HOUSE lights come up on the 
theater stage. Duke Ellington steps 
briskly to the microphone. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, we give you 
our new singing discovery, Jimmy Gris- 
som,” announces Duke. 

In the brief seconds it takes mé to 
come from the wings to the center of 
the stage, I am often filled with pride and 
triumph at the very thought of walking 
straight into the spotlight in the large 
theaters, night clubs and auditoriums as 
featured vocalist with one of the greatest 
orchestras of all time. 


(djusting tie, top vocalist Jimmy Grissom : : , 
vho sings with Duke Ellington band, wears Sometimes, it seems too fantastic to 
lowered dressing gown. “I like high colors 
and weird patterns,” he declares. = 
Fig " 


Ss 








yours¢ 
dent v 
grade, 
and pe 
you hi 
up wo 
one els 
I’m 








the 


eps 


you 
ris- 


- to 
of 
and 
ing 
rge 
3 as 
test 


- to 








believe that this great tortune has come 
to me at the age of twenty-four. Realiz- 
ing that there are hundreds and hundreds 
of talented youngsters who would give 
their heart’s blood for my opportunity, 
| know that I should be one of the hap- 
piest people in show business. 

Seeing me on the stage, you will be- 
lieve that I am very happy. I smile and 
mug when I am déing novelty and blues 
numbers. But when you see me do some- 
thing like my recorded tunes, Once There 
Lived A Fool or Come Back Home, you 
see me in a different mood—a mood 
of tenderness, heartbreak and hurt. 

I feel as though I am pouring my 
whole soul into songs of this nature— 
and I am, because once upon a time I 
was a fool and the tragic errors I made 
caused me to lose someone I loved very 
dearly and very deeply. 

In fact, so great and powe-ful was 
this love that it lives in my heart today 
as strong and as vibrant as ever, and the 
only thing that will ease the pain and 
calm the throbbing is the miracle which 
Iam hoping will unite a certain girl and 
me once again. 

It will have to be a miracle, too, the 
way things look now, for the girl I’m 
speaking of is married to another man 
and I, myself—although separated from 
my wife—am still married. 

I married because I was a cocky, ar- 
rogant smart-aleck, filled with conceit. 
The girl I love married because I married 
—for spite. 

But what might save the day is the 
fact that we both still love each other. 
If I ever do win her back, she'll find me 
a different person who learned a very 
important lesson the hard way. 

The lesson I learned is that taking 
yourself too seriously, being overconfi- 
dent when you think you have made the 
grade, can make you blind to the things 
and people who really count; can make 
you hurt others so deeply that you end 
up wounding yourself more than any- 
one else. 

I’m never going to get stuck on myself 


WANS WEF 


again, the way I was back there in Los 
Angeles seven years ago. 

I come from a small community in 
Mississippi called Leeland. My uncle, 
Dan Grissom, was the featured vocalist 
with the great Jimmy Lunceford organ- 
ization when Lunceford was in his hey- 
day. He was as popular in those days 
as Billy Eckstine is today. 

Dan always wanted me to follow in 
his footsteps, become a top singer. I 
remember the thrills 
that ran through me when he promised 
to send for me some day to put me 
through school. 

I was seventeen before Dan finally 
sent for me. In the meantime, I had 
been following the careful advice he had 
always given me. I was as mischievous 
as the average boy, but Uncle Dan had 
given me a lot of tips en how to keep 
out of trouble. I had been singing in 
the high school glee club and bragging 


twelve-year-old 


Jimmy Grissom sings while Duke Ellington conducts band in rendition of She Moved, 
an original blues tune, in NBC network broadcast. He still hopes for miracle that will 
one day unite him again with the girl whose love he spurned. 






























to my friends that I expected to be taking 
off any time now. 

When his summons came, I went to 
live with Dan and his wife in their Los 
Angeles home. I finished Jefferson High 
and began working at a hot dog stand. 
Then I had a job as a janitor in a tractor 
plant. Uncle Dan gave me all the en- 
couragement in the world, but he felt 
that starting out as a singer should be 
done on my own initiative. 

I made up my mind that I would try 
to make a break for myself in show 
business. There were weekly amateur 
shows at the Lincoln Theater. I won 
first prize in one of these shows and 
continued to do so every week until I 
was barred from competing any more. 
My big number then was Temptation, a 
tune I’ve always loved. 

A friend of mine, a barber, had a good 
contact with War Perkins, owner of the 
Malone Record Company. Perkins gave 
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Cornered by two pretty feminine fans who waited patiently for 
him to come out of the Birdland night club in New Y ork, Grissom 
pleases them by signing autographs. 


me my first break. I cut two blues sides, Do As I Say and 
Pretty Ma Boogie Woogie. Then I was signed by MGM Rec- 
ords and began singing in the various clubs in Los Angeles, 
sometimes acting as master of ceremonies and getting my 
kicks on drums. One of the spots I stayed in the longest was 
Jeff's Basket Room, an after-hours place on Central Avenue. 

In the meantime, things began happening with my records. 
lhe royalties began coming in, especially after I cut Once 
There Lived a Fool. What with the royalties and the decent 
money | began getting on club dates, I was able to get the 
kind of clothes I’d always wanted, to play big shot in the 
clubs and buy myself a smart new Cadillac. 

No one could tell me I wasn’t sharp in my tailor-made 
clothes, cut in the latest styles and made of expensive fabrics. 
And if I hadn’t believed I was sharp, I had plenty of admiring, 
sweet young things cooing around me to say so. 

I know now that a lot of them just wanted to be seen with 
omeone whom they considered a celebrity and that others 
were hopeful of being my No. 1 Girl when the gravy train 
really rolled in. But being a young, ridiculously-conceited 
fool, I couldn’t tell the phonies from the genuine girls. 

There was an exception. I knew instantly, the moment I 
met her that she—well, let’s call her Lee—was genuine. I 
was singing at a high school dance at a playground which 
| used to frequent with the fellows in my gang. Someone 
ame over to me and said: 

“Jimmy, there’s a little girl over there who’s been worry- 
ng me for the last hour because she wants to meet you.” 
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I had plenty of girls and I was getting to feel real con- 
temptuous when a young lady seemed interested in me, but 
Lee was so arrestingly beautiful that she took my breath 
away. She was petite, about five feet, four inches tall. She 
was fair and had the sweetest face. Except for a difference 
in size, I sincerely believed that Lauren Bacall had walked 
off a movie lot and was standing there right in front of me. 

We were fascinated by each other from the moment our 





eyes met. We walked over to a quiet corner and began talk. wh 
ing. But that didn’t last long because Lee had a very jealous ed 
boy friend. In a few minutes, he came storming over to get Av 
her but not before I had danced with her and made a 
date with her to meet me that evening in a neighborhood call 
malt shop. typ 
Struck as I was with Lee, I really had no serious inten- thir 
tions. Here was one more lovable doll to add to my collec- of 
sou 


tion. But I was pretty much upset when, vowing that she 
liked me very much, confessing that she believed love at first per: 
sight had come to her, she still refused to let me go all the she 


way in making love to her. T 
Conquests with women had been pretty easy with me up - 
until then and I refused to believe at first that this girl really clos 
meant “no.” You've realized by now just how much of a that 
conceited ass I was. So I decided philosophically, after our by 
first date, that she was one of the smart girls who doesn’t side 
believe in giving in the first time. I 
But the second time was no different. Lee was saving her- her . 
us 


self for marriage and the man she loved. Well, it wasn’t sil 
long before I—the man she loved—fell in love with her. | — 
found myself accepting the fact that she wouldn’t be mine I; 


physically until I had placed that ring on her finger. That’s fell 1 
just what I decided to do. 7 Th 
We made plans and I began saving money for the big day. ys 

( 





The gang wondered what had happened to make me stop 
throwing money away and begin making excuses when the 
girls I used to go with suggested a date. 

Lee and I enjoyed each other to the fullest. We had such 
wonderful times doing the simple things which I had previ- 
ously believed uninteresting. She could make a trip to a 
neighborhood movie seem like a journey to the moon. She 
was so effervescent, so charming—and, best of all, so true 





to me. 

It’s very seldom a man finds a girl like Lee. 

It’s very seldom when he does, that he appreciates her. 

I thought I appreciated Lee fully but there was a devil in 
me that caused me to just plain mess up. I got a big assist 
in that from a real pretty gir—Kathy—the girl I married. 

Here’s the way I met Kathy: I was feeling pretty well 
satisfied with myself. The royalties were still coming in. | 
was getting better and better bookings and I was engaged 
to a beautiful girl whom I loved. Lee’s family was crazy 
about me, thought we would make a splendid couple. 

But my overstuffed ego was suffering in one important 
respect. 

My friends had begun kidding me, saying I was slipping, 
going with only one girl and being true. I had enjoyed 
swaggering among them, having the reputation for being 
a great lover. Irritation was beginning to set in. It was one 
thing to have a goody-goody girl friend, but after all, what 
was to stop a guy from having a little fun on the side? Lee 
and I would be married some day soon. But until then, 
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Jimmy Grissom is all ears as he leans down to listen to sweet 
words of admiration from a pretty fan but the singer’s heart 





The smiles that wreathe his face as he sings torchy love ballads only hide the 


broken heart of Jimmy Grissom who loves the girl who is now the wife of another. 


why should I act like a middle-aged, settled, married man, 
especially when things happened like that night on Central 
Avenue? 

I was working at a spot called the Last Word with a group 
called the Four Cheers. I was having a ball, singing all 
types of songs, ballads and classics as well as blues—some- 
thing I’d always wanted to do. Right at the climax of one 
of my numbers, I noticed a beautiful girl staring up at me 
soulfully. She was about eighteen and had the prettiest cop- 
per-gold complexion. Her hair was long, rich and dark and 
she had a sort of :nixed Mexican-Gypsy air about her. 

The crowd clapped and pounded for an encore, but I 
wasn’t taking any extra bows that night. I wanted to get 
close to that girl and see whether anyone could possibly be 
that pretty. Thoughts of Lee were crowded out of my mind 
by the excitement this new dreamboat had stirred up in- 
side me. 

I walked off the bandstand and worked my way over to 
her. We began talking and every word that passed between 
us had a double meaning, an undercurrent, a passionate 
significance. 

I asked her to come into my dressing room. She did. I 
fell for her like a ton of bricks. 

That started an affair that, as Mr. Black Magic sings, was 
“too hot to cool down.” 

We played the after-hours spots, took long drives in my 


> - 


still beats for the wife of another man. 









Cadillac, spent every possible minute together. 

As for Lee, I treated her as if she hardly existed. 

Of course, I saw her occasionally, but things weren’t like 
they had been. Lee phoned me or came to the club and I 
would give some excuse to put her off. Sometimes I’d walk 
right off from her with Kathy. Lee cried, pleaded and 
stormed, asked me what was happening to me. 

I was guiltily conscious of the wrong I was doing, but 
that only made me defensive. I acted nastier and nastier 
to Lee until finally she said there was nothing for her to do 
but give me up. 

“T’ll love you forever, Jimmy,” she said, “but I guess it’s 
no use. I suppose you'll be marrying Kathy. And when 
you do, expect me to get married to someone too. You're 
not going to have both of us.” 

I had no thought of marrying Kathy any time soon. But 
I did. Kathy was visiting my apartment one day and, with- 
out my knowing it, had phoned her grandmother who lived 
about a half-mile from me, telling her that we were married. 
Then she told me that her grandmother was on her way 
over and wanted to meet me. 

I was scared to death. I could see myself going to jail 
for violating Los Angeles laws. I was certain that Kathy’s 
grandmother would come storming into the apartment, but she 
didn’t. She was as sweet as she could be, called me “son” and 
said she hoped we’d be very happy. (Continued on Page 54) 








Preparing for work, debonair Jimmy Grissom applies cologne 
to his body following brisk shower and rubdown. Note array 
of pin-up pictures and beret on dresser. 
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_ MY BABY HAS TWO 
THERS 





c SOUNDED so fantastic when my husband first mentioned 

it, all I could think of was the gag line we'd been hearing 
so much on TV. “You poor, crazy, mixed-up kid!” I murmured, 
clucking sympathetically and going over to feel his forehead. 

He grabbed my hand and pulled it down to his lips, pressed 
it tenderly. His eyes gazed up at me soberly. “I’m not kidding, 
Ann. Please—don’t make a joke of it,” he said. 

I jerked away my hand. “But you can’t be serious, Jack!” 
! went back to my deck chair and sat down, eyeing him criti- 
cally. It couldn’t be the sun that affected him, I decided, be- 
cause we were sitting on the lawn on the shady side of the sum- 
mer house. My eyes darted to the Tom Collins he was sipping. 

“I think I put too much gin in these drinks,” I remarked 
casually. 

Jack smiled slightly and shook his head. “No, I’m not drunk, 


either.” 
. * “yj? rf 
voice rose in horror. “I'll never be 


a father!” he exclaimed. 





“Then I'll pretend you never made 
that—that immoral remark,” I said 
stiffly. 

“But, Ann—” 

“] don’t want to hear any more!” | 
snapped. 

Jack put down his drink and stood 
up, all six feet of him. As always, look- 
ing at him never failed to generate a 
strange excitement within me, even after 
five years of marriage. He was still a 
_ wonderful hunk of man, a perfect speci- 
men—that is, almost perfect. 

He came over and knelt beside my 
chair. His eyes were sad and that I could 
understand. We’d just left the beach and 
Jack had knocked himself out romping 
with the kids of cther couples at the 
resort. 

He hated it worse than the youngsters 
when their parents called a halt to their 
play. But the tenseness in his broad 
' frame, his hesitant manner, and then the 
| crazy crack he’d made—that was what 
scared me so. 

“Ann—what I said a minute ago— 
I’m not crazy or drunk or making dirty 
jokes. I’m dead serious.” 

I opened my mouth to say something, 
but his big hands reached out and 
grabbed my arms. It was impossible to 
move, so I had to listen. “You see, dar- 
ling,” he continued in an embarrassed 
tone, “maybe that’s the answer to our 
problem. Now, wait a minute! Maybe 
I brought it up in the wrong way—at 
the wrong time, but I want you to do 
one thing for me.” 

I felt a queer, sinking sensation in the 
pit of my stomach, but I nodded slowly. 
“All-right, darling. [’li—I’ll try.” 

He stood up and as he talked he stared 
down at the toe of his shoe as it dug 
into the lawn. “I know it’s a lot to ask 
... maybe too much. At first, I thought 
Dr. Cruse might help, but he refused . . . 
said it would be unethical. So the only 
way out is for us to do something about 
it ourselves. Only . . . well, I can’t force 
you to do it. I can only ask you to try 
and see it my way.” 

I just sat there, stunned. For what 
my husband was asking me was to have 
a baby for him—by another man! 

Without looking at me, Jack turned 
and walked out to the gravel road that 
passed our cottage. I watched him go, 
shoulders slumped and head bent, and 
a weird mixture of emotions flooded 
through me. There would never be an- 
other man in the world for me, and 


thinking back over my life, there never 


had been. 


ie HAD BEEN Jack ever since that day 

in high school when I was rushing to 
my third-year English class and bumped 
into a walking bean pole as I rounded a 
corner. Instead of crashing to the floor, 
I felt myself being lifted bodily and car- 
ried backward halfway the length of the 
corridor. The onlookers hooted and 
laughed at the sight, and when he set me 
down, the contrast in our height was so 
great that even I couldn’t suppress a 
chuckle. 

“Why don’t you watch where you’re 
going, you flagpole, you?” I demanded 
with as much dignity as I could muster. 

“Little Bit,” he grinned down at me, 


year ahead of me. We'd gonetoa movie, 
then stopped by the drug store for a 
soda. Jack walked me home, not talking 
much, evidently sharing my dismal 
thoughts. 

I climbed two steps up to our front 
porch and turned to say goodnight, just 
as we'd done so many times before. We 
stood gazing at each other in the moon- 
lit night, then Jack said, “There’s only 
one hitch to this business of going away 
to school, Little Bit.” 

I waited. feeling that somehow there 
was going to be something special about 
this farewell. There was. Jack asked, 
“Don’t you want to know what it is?” 

“T’ll miss you,” I said softly. 

“And I'll miss you, too! But worse 


than that, I’ll be thinking of you back 


The thought of having a child by a man other 
than her husband seemed immoral to Ann but 
after those nights with Lyle she wasn’t so sure. 


“now you can tell your physics teacher 
you know what happens when an irre- 
sistible force meets an immovable eb- 
ject!” 

“I know one thing—there’ll be a fight 
if I’m late for class, Mr. Smarty!” 

“Don’t worry about a thing,” he as- 
sured me. Then, putting his hands at 
my waist, he lifted me up and carried 
me back to where we had collided. 
“You're on your own now, Little Bit!” 
he called after me as I ran on to class. 

After that, it seemed we went out of 
our way to look for each other every 
day, and eventually, we became good 
friends. As a couple, we got more at- 
tention than either one of us alone. Jack 
was the center on the school basketball 
team, tall, but actually not skinny. 

I was barely five feet tall in my low- 
heeled shoes and still wore my hair in 
two long braids down my back. The 
kids called us “Mutt and Jeff,” “High 
and Low,” “The Long and Short of It,” 
and made us the target of all sorts of 
good-natured kidding, but we didn’t 
mind a bit. 

Jack was my first “steady,” the only 
boy I really cared about, and despite his 
popularity he assured me I was his first 
girl friend. It stayed that way until he 
graduated at the end of the year. I re- 
member the night before he left for col- 
lege. It was September and I was feel- 
ing blue thinking about the long, lonely 


here going out with other fellows, and—” 

Hearing the deep concern in his voice 
made my heart beat faster and more 
than anything in the world I wanted to 
tell him he had nothing to worry about, 
that I would never be anyone’s girl but 
his. But I was afraid to ‘put it into 
words; I wasn’t even sure I could. 

I threw my arms around his neck and 
leaned my head against his chest. “I 
love you,” I whispered. “There'll never 
be anyone else—ever!” 

Jack tilted my chin and searched my 
face with hungry eyes. “I couldn’t bear 
the thought of someone else doing this 
to you, Ann—” 

His strong arms hugged me tight, 
leaving me breathless. A_ sensation 
flooded over me, so sweet and beautiful 
it made me want to cry. And then his 
lips were pressed against mine in a kiss 
that was a sacred vow that we belonged 
to each other forever. 

I didn’t have to wait long to have Jack 
all to myself. After a year away at col- 
lege, he had to drop out. Don’t ask me 
how, if he didn’t have money to stay in 
school, he had money enough to get mar- 
ried. All I know is, when Jack came 
home and said, “Let’s do it, Little Bit!” 
I didn’t hesitate a moment. 


No THAT it made any difference, 

but Jack did have a way to earn 
money. He’d had an offer from a pro 
basketball team (Continued on Page 51) 














M QHow BUSINESS is traditionally the 
jel hunting ground of the most 
despicable of the species preying on 
young girls. I mean the guy with “con- 
iections” who will help your career— 
for a price. 

I’ve read hair-raising tales by women 
who claim to have fought off so many 
wolves they could play Little Red Rid- 

ig Hood blindfolded. Compared to 
hem, I’m just an amateur. Neverthe- 
ss, I’ve had one or two of the most 
otorious Hollywood and Broadway 
wolves breathing down my neck—and | 
lon’t like it. 

A few have managed to get close 
enough to bare their business-like fangs, 
yut most times it has been a case of a 
sheep in wolf’s clothing, and we end up 
eing strictly friends. Others are just 

ed and forgotten. 

Once, when I was appearing at a 
Hollywood night spot, my most faithful 
fan was a well-known and very influen- 
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Matching wits with men who have that “gleam in their eyes” is one of the hazards of 
show business, says singer Joyce Bryant, who tells how she skyrocketed to the top and still 
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tial man in the entertainment world. He 
virtually took a lease on a table up front 
and caught every show for a couple of 
weeks. Between shows we'd chat and I 
must admit that such all-out attention 
from such a prominent personality was 
flattering. I developed a genuine respect 
for him. 

Then one night after the show I re- 
ceived a telephone call from him in my 
dressing room. “Look, there’s a deal 
cooking that’s perfect for you, Joyce,” 
he said. “How about getting together 
on it now, before it cools off?” 

“Thanks for thinking of me,” | an- 
swered. “Where are you now?” 

“At my place. You can run by here 
and—” 

“At four o'clock in the morning?” I 
asked warily. 

He got a little impatient then, tossing 
off the names of several other female per- 
formers he said would jump at the 
chance he was offering. 

“I appreciate that, but what kind of 
deal is it that can’t wait until a decent 
hour of the day?” I insisted. 

My admirer hit the ceiling, telling me 
the great opportunity I was passing up 
and ending with the threat; “You can 
forget about L.A., baby, you’re through 
out here. I'll personally see to it that 
you'll never play Hollywood again!” 

A girl who weakens under that time- 
worn approach is only kidding herself. 
They say you can’t make it on the up- 
and-up in show business, but I can hon- 
estly say I’ve proved the cynics wrong. 


retained her self-respect. 





So have lots of other performers. 

It can be done, and any girl is foolish 
if she thinks she can get to the top with- 
out building a clean, solid foundation 
and still be able to hold her head up. 
And there’s no greater thrill than the one 
that comes from knowing you have the 
respect of musicians, agents, producers 
and night club owners wherever you go! 

There were times, to be frank, when I 
knew for a fact that I could advance my- 
self if I gave in. But I had myself to 
live with. I must confess that right after 
my big-shot friend made his incompleted 
pass, I began to have some doubts about 
the wisdom of playing it straight. 

My career had struck a snag. I could 
get no bookings, all my contacts seemed 
to vanish into thin air and every project 
fell through before I could even get 
started. It seemed certain that my frus- 
trated wolf was taking his revenge. 

It was then that I learned the truth in 
the old saying, “It’s always darkest just 
before the dawn.” Corny? Not to any- 
one who really learns the lessons life can 
teach. 

Happily, the sun was ready to break 
through the clouds. Looking back, I 
can see a definite pattern: every good 
thing that has come to me happened at 
night or in the wee, small hours before 
dawn. I’ve also come to the conclusion 
that life revolves in definite cycles. 

I had hit the top with breath-taking 
speed—I got my first movie contract one 
month and three days after breaking into 
show business. 
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BY JOYCE BRYANT 


Now it was clear that the wheel of for- 
tune had made half a turn and stopped. 
The question was, when would the up- 
ward swing begin? 

I was going through a hassle with 
various managers; no one knew how to 
handle me, and as a result, after making 
the film For Heaven’s Sake with Joan 
Bennett and Clifton Webb, there were 10 
or 11 months when nothing happened— 
but nothing! 

Then, a year ago last Easter, came one 
of those fantastic, once-in-a-lifetime, hap- 
py accidents. I was asked to appear at 
a benefit for underprivileged children at 
the Los Angeles Shrine Auditorium. It 
was the time of year when everybody is 
thinking about new clothes, with the 
emphasis on women’s hats, so I thought 
of a gimmick, an identifying feature such 
as most stars cultivate. 

For that performance, I wore a silver 
dress, silver accessories and tinted my 
hair silver. The effect was startling, to 
say the least. 

Even so, after the show I was still feel- 
ing low and out of sorts. To cheer me 
up, the Nicholas Brothers, who also were 
part of the benefit show, invited me to 
what Angelenos call “late, late dinner.” 
It was about 1 a.m. when we arrived at 
the famous King’s Restaurant in Beverly 
Hills. That’s a spot where you find your- 
self rubbing elbows with everybody who 
is anybody in stage, screen or movies. 

Around 5 in the morning I was feel- 
ing in better spirits. I noticed a little 
old woman wandering through the din- 
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ilthough she wears a revealing bathing suit, Joyce stays away 
ym water at exclusive Florida resort, preferring to nestle 
among palm fronds to soak up some sunshine. 


room. She was rather shabbily 
essed and appeared completely out of 
ace in such a swanky club. She was a 
rtune teller we discovered when she 
pped at our table, as she did at the 
ners. 
I’m not at all superstitious, so I sent 
away. She kept coming back until 
nally, the Nicholas Brothers urged me 


over a vast amount of water to a foreign 
land.” 

It sounded pretty silly and we had a 
good laugh at her predictions. The 
Nicholas Brothers gave her a couple of 
dollars and soon afterwards took me 
home. 

Three hours later, about 9 o’clock that 
same morning, | got a phone call from 


Fighting off the “‘wolves”’ is something that every-girl in 


show business must learn to do, says singer Joyce Bryant. 


Who gives her formula for slowing down the eager male. 





let her read my fortune. 
| have something to tell you, Miss,” 
old woman insisted. “You don’t 
1ave to pay me if you don’t want to, 

t I must tell you.” 

just for a lark, I agreed to write 
name as she asked. She gave me the 
ular fortune teller’s pitch, then said: 
In exactly three hours from now you 
| get a long distance call from some- 
e you don’t know. In three days you’re 
ng to travel three thousand miles, and 
ut a year from now you will travel 


New York. The caller was a woman I'd 
never even heard of. 

Three days later | was en route to 
New York. 

To date, everything that fortune teller 
told me has come true, and in a few short 
weeks | will leave for Europe. 

I don’t even try to explain how or 
why it happened, but that little old lady 
sure made a liar out of my wolf! 


.™ FIRMLY convinced that any girl 


who grew up with six brothers—as I 


Before dressing room mirror, Joyce surveys coiffure after applying 
silver tint, which has become her identifying trademark. Night club 
audiences call her “The Girl With The Silver Hair.” 


did—has a better defense against wolves 
than a girl without the advantages of a 
rough-and-tumble childhood. I can hold 
my own if I’m ever cornered. 

One of the main reasons I’ve never 
had to match wits and muscles with a 
guy with that gleam in his eye is that 
I’m always surrounded by friends who 
act as “blocking backs” and “run inter- 
ference” when I have to do any “broken 
field” running. 

It’s been that way from the start of 

my brief but exciting career that began 
with my very first visit to a night club 
back in 1946. I took advantage of the 
fact that I was away from home in San 
Francisco and out from under the rather 
strict religious discipline of my family, 
who are Seventh Day Adventists. 
" With some friends, I went to the 
Cobra Club in Los Angeles. There was 
a trio entertaining that night and at one 
point in the program, the leader, who 
doubled as m.c., announced: “Now, let’s 
everybody sing. Come on!” 

It was fun and | put my heart in it. 
One by one, the rest of the audience 
stopped singing and turned to stare at 
me. When the manager came over to 
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our table, I got even more embarrassed. 

“How about doing a number for the 

folks?” he asked. 

“But I’m not an entertainer,” I told 
him. 

He gave me a knowing look as if to 
say; “Who’re you trying to kid?” and 
changed his approach. “So you’re an 
amateur then,” he said. “It so happens 
we're having a little contest and I’d like 
you to be one of the girls to try for the 
prize.” 

The mention of money sounded good. 
I was on my way to a Seventh Day Ad- 
ventist College in Alabama to study to 
become a social worker and if I could 
pick up some cash during my stopover 
in L. A., it would come in handy. My 
friends kept egging me on, so I went up 
front. I didn’t even know what key I 
would sing in and the musicians looked 
very unhappy about the whole thing. 

I did The Man I Love. When I fin- 
ished, the house came down and I sang 
Summertime for an encore. When I sat 
down, nervous and shaky, the manager 
rushed over and said: “That was terrific! 
I'll give you $50 to open here.” 

“Fifty dollars!” I squealed in aston- 
ishment. 

He misunderstood. “All right then, 
$100, and I can’t go a cent higher.” 

I took it. Later I learned that he had 
invented the contest angle just to get me 
up on the stage; he was positive I was a 
professional who just wanted to be 
coaxed. I was scheduled to open the 
following week with the new trio that 
had been booked. All week long I won- 
dered what in the world I was going to 
do. I knew less than half a dozen songs 
and didn’t know the first thing about 
dressing for a professional appearance. 

I met the Flenoy Trio on opening 
night and since they seemed nice fel- 
lows, I frankly confessed my dilemma 
and asked them to help me. So when I 
started to sing, the pianist played an 
arpeggio and then followed my lead. 

After a few bars, the others caught on 
and started backing me up. We were 
a hit. 

After that, they took me in hand; they 
called special rehearsals, taught me how 
to make an entrance and exit and helped 
me choose my gowns. After a four-week 
run, the fellows offered to make me part 
of their act. They could pay me only 
$75 a week, they said, but added that 
they would help me build up a wardrobe 
and teach me all they knew about music. 





I agreed and we opened in Long Beach, 


Calif. 

My first movie appearance was in 
“Mr. Ace,” starring George Raft and 
Sylvia Sidney, in which I sang in a night 
club sequence. Our act, now “The 
Flenoy Trio, featuring Joyce Bryant,” 
played all over California and in Denver 
and up and down the West Coast. 

Nine months later we landed parts in 
the film /’ll Walk Alone, with Burt Lan- 
caster and Lizabeth Scott, but no one 
ever saw me in it. They wanted to dub 
in my voice so it would appear that one 
of the actresses was singing and the 
boys said “no.” 

This was the period when I fell in love 


Singer’s sexy, unrestrained delivery 
brings her over $100,000 annually. 
She has yet to find the one man in 
\ her life. 


for the first time in my life. The fel- 
lows had been wonderful to me, but one 
in particular—let’s call him Bob—al- 
ways went out of his way to be especially 
nice. He was a gifted musician and 
while working with me he accidentally 
discovered that I have what is known as 
a “freak voice.” 

It has a range of four and a half oc- 
taves and includes three distinct singing 
voices, the top range similar to that of 
the Peruvian sensation, Yma Sumac, a 
middle and a very low range. 

Bob was like a father, a brother and 
a friend to me and I can’t say whether it 
was really love (Continued on page 64) 
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Because of an unfortunate love affair, Poppy decided never 


again to trust another man and then Steve came along 


and her heart staged a tug-of-war with her memory. 


T WOULD HAVE been funny if it hadn’t been so 
tragic. There I was sipping cocktails in a fancy 
clubhouse overlooking a swimming pool the size of a 
small lake and watching glamorous women and their 
handsome companions cavorting gaily, without a worry 
or care in the world, and in my purse was a carefully 
folded $10 bill—every cent I owned. 


| tried to tell myself that it didn’t matter, just as I'd 


been doing every day for the past two weeks. None of 
my new acquaintances had guessed the truth: that I 
was on a borrowed vacation. The trim little cottage I 
was living in belonged to my cousin Verna, who had 
hooked a husband with money. The clothes I wore 
were hers; even the friendliness with which the resort 
crowd treated me was in a sense borrowed. I was ac- 
epted because I was Verna Hale’s cousin. 

Yet, | had been in a completely new and exciting 
world for the past 14 days. I had never known that 
such luxury and carefree idleness existed until I arrived 
at Vista Villa, one of the most exclusive summer play- 
grounds on the east coast. Verna’s offer had been 
heaven-sent; it came just when I needed to get away 
from things and try to pull myself together. 

I was out of place at Vista Villa, socially and every 
other way. But I didn’t mind that. At least, not until 
Steve came smiling his way into my life, hopelessly 

omplicating it. 

! gazed out the big picture window of the clubhouse 


and saw Steve tussling with a curvaceous, bikini-clad 
mermaid on the edge of the pool. He picked her up 
in his arms and heaved her squealing into the water, 
then stood with his arms folded and his head thrown 
back in laughter. 

I hated him—everything about him. The sleekness 
of his dark, wavy hair, his smooth way of talking, his 
easy self-confidence that told the world he was God’s 
gift to women. 

“If looks could kill, that gorgeous hunk of man 
would be stone cold dead!” 

I started guiltily and turned to see Myra Fleming 
smiling down at me. She was the wife of a prominent 
lawyer and the leader of the socialites vacationing at 
Vista Villa. Being wealthy and over 40, she could and 
did bluntly speak her mind to both men and women 
with devastating effects. I ducked my head and sipped 
my tall drink. 

Myra inserted a cigarette into a long holder and took 
her time lighting it with a gold lighter. She signalled 


the waiter to bring her a drink and she sat down op- 


posite me. 

“You know, I like you, Poppy,” she said finally. 
“You’re down-to-earth, sincere. That’s pretty rare in 
a hincty place like this. But you’re a woman—a darned 
pretty one, I might add.” 

“Thank you,” I said, grateful for the interest she had 
shown in me, an outsider, yet wondering what was up. 
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A thrill of desire rippled through my body 

in response to the demanding passion in 

his voice. | went to him. His arms reached 

out and pulled me to him. I didn’t go to 
work that day. 











“Every other woman here would give 
her eye teeth to have Steve Younger pay 
her half the attention he’s given you, yet 
you sit here glaring at him!” 

“He—he reminds me of someone I 
used to know. Someone I hated,” I told 
her. 

“So you’re trying to convince your- 
self that you hate Steve—because of 
some other man who did you wrong?” 
She reached out and patted my hand and 
said sympathetically: “You're young yet, 
but take my word for it—it’s pretty hard 
to tell the difference between hate—and 


i ”? 
Love.~ 





and set my body tingling from head to 
toe with a fever that was more than 
hatred. 

I flung myself down on the lawn be- 
side Verna’s cottage and pressed my face 
against the green coolness of the grass. 
Why, oh why, was I cursed with a weak- 
ness that never brought me anything else 
but misery and bad luck? 

Why couldn’t I, just for once in my 
life, be attracted to a man who was the 
opposite of all the Steves and Jacks of 
the world? I needed the quiet, secure 
affection of a gentle, protective man who 
could heal the scars and shield me from 


When Poppy met Steve, she was certain that he 

Was another playboy just like the one who had 

broken her heart, but a chance remark caused 
her to change her mind. 





I stood up abruptly. “I just remem- 
bered—I’ve got to dash back to the cot- 
tage.” 

She nodded her head wisely. “Okay, 
I'll mind my own business. How about 
dropping by tonight for some canasta?” 

“Thanks, Myra. I'll try to make it.” 

I left quickly, not wanting Steve to see 
me. I wanted to be alone, to think. What 
Myra had said stuck with me, and I had 
to admit she was right. The line between 
love and hate is so thin that even a thing 
as sensitive and as delicate as the heart 
often cannot distinguish between these 
two powerful emotions. 

And thinking about it honestly, I knew 
that when Steve was away from me I 
was positive I loved him; when he was 
near me, I hated him. 

That was because he was so much like 
Jack—all looks and muscle and demand- 
ing passion, but weak and cowardly in- 
side. Jack—the man who'd smashed my 
life into little pieces and left me alone to 
put it together the best I could. 

Still, I couldn’t hate Jack; he was too 
weak, too selfish and dependent. There 
really wasn’t enough of him to hate. But 
Steve I could, and did hate with every 
breath I drew. It was as if I had long 
needed a target for all the loathing 
bottled up inside me, and he filled the 
bill perfectly. 

Yet, even more than I hated Steve, I 
hated and despised myself for the way 
my flesh caught fire every time he 
touched me; the way the dancing flames 
deep in his eyes made my heart pound 





any further hurt. Already, I had been 
through too much. 


T BEGAN, almost suddenly, when I 
noticed with pride how my thin, leg- 
gy, rather boyish figure was developing 
into the soft, rounded curves of woman- 
hood. I was small, always thinner than 
I liked, but I began to put on flesh and 
the curves all landed in the right places. 
There wasn’t much privacy in our 
house but every now and then I’d man- 
age to sneak an admiring glance at my- 
self in the mirror. I wasn’t the only one 
who noticed how I was budding out. 
The boys began to look at me with new 
interest. We didn’t have too much time 
for running around: Mom didn’t ap- 
prove of her kids—especially the girls— 
being out late or hanging around the 
streets. 
But I did go out occasionally on dates. 
It was fun going to a dance or to a movie 
with a fellow you liked. After a while 
the fellow would slip his arm around 
your waist or hold you extra tight while 
you were dancing and your body would 
tingle with delicious new sensations. 
Once in a while, you’d even let a boy 
you liked real well kiss you lightly on 
the lips when you said goodbye, then go 
to sleep that night with all sorts of ro- 
mantic visions filling your dreams. .. . 
Actually, I was rather shy and back- 
ward as far as petting was concerned— 
that is, until Romeo came along. 
His real name was Romero and he 
came from mixed parentage. He looked 








like the story-book pictures of dashing, 

romantic Latins. He was older than I, 
about 17, when he came to our town — 
from the city. He knew all the latest 
dance steps and jive talk, and with his 
black, wavy hair and flashing white 
teeth, he was an instant hit with the girls. 
Soon, we were all calling him Romeo. 

From the first, he picked me for his 
favorite girl, though he made it plain 
from the beginning that he considered 
himself a ladies’ man and wouldn’t be 
tied down to one steady date. I didn’t 
mind because I didn’t want to be tied 
down either, though I liked him a lot. 

Before long, I learned that Romeo 
wasn’t satisfied with a quick little good- © 
night kiss. At first he only laughed when 
I objected to heavy petting and said: 

“T like ice, Poppy—so long as it melts 
when I’m thirsty.” 

It didn’t take him long to get thirsty. 
We'd been to a dance. Usually, we did 
a lot of fast, showy steps and we’d leave 
with the bunch feeling gay and exhila- — 
rated. By the time we stopped for cokes 
—maybe spiked a little from the small 
flask Romeo carried—dropped off an- 
other couple or two, it wasn’t hard to 
convince him that I had to hurry into 
the house before his kisses got too 
serious. 

But that night was different. We 
danced mostly to the slow numbers and 
spent a lot of time at the bar. Romeo 
didn’t wait until the tail-end of the eve- — 
ning to start spiking. He insisted that I 
join him, but I added only a taste of the 
liquor, just to please him. 

He held me so close as we danced that 
I could feel the ripple of muscles in his 
wiry body. The faint scent of bay rum 
that reached my nostrils was strangely 
exciting. I was acutely aware of his 
warm breath on my neck as he softly 
sang along with the music. His hand 
on my back made a warm spot that grad- 
ually spread through my body. 

I didn’t object when he suggested that 
we leave early. Already, I was tingling 
with anticipation, anxious for him to 
take me in his arms and kiss me the way 
he’d been wanting to. The ice was melt- 
ing fast. 

We rode without speaking, not touch- 
ing each other, as if afraid to spoil the 
mood we were in. When Romeo turned 
into a deserted, tree-shaded lane and 
switched off the motor of his second- 
hand Ford, I went into his arms as 
naturally as a (Continued on Page 60) 
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C= OF THE greatest forms of family 
relaxation during the hot sultry, 
summer days is eating outdoors in the 
fresh air. After a blistering day, every- 
one in the family will appreciate a satis- 
fying outdoor meal that can be eaten 
without fuss or bother. Place the table 
on the shady side of the porch, cover it 
with a gay plaid cloth of cotton or paper. 
Knives and forks are not necessary, for 
everything can be eaten with the fingers. 
Serve crisp fried chicken, large, fresh, 
ripe tomatoes, and hot, buttered corn-on- 
the-cob, all in individual wicker baskets, 
lined with colored napkins. Top the 
menu with assorted relishes 

and toasted garlic bread, 

along with ice cold beer for 


\, the grown-ups and milk for 


vies, the kids. 














TV den has plywood squares inlaid in walls 
and ceiling, cork-covered floor, sectional 
furniture covered in red and white tweed. 
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ious, redwood-paneled California home of Mr. and Mrs, Crispus Wright faces out } | Din _ 
ol in backyard. Sun porch, above picture window of living room, has pink wrought Z day 


iron railing, opens off master bedroom for backyard view. 














bedroom is fully mirrored and bed has quilted head- Study, in light mahogany, is designed for comfort, with custom- 
Pale rose is the predominant color. Cabinets and built desk, built-in bookcase. Soft grey rugs and draperies and 
s are built in. Master bathroom, dressing room adjoin. indirect lighting provide restful atmosphere. 









Living room has fireplace of offset flagstone. with planter mantel. 
Color scheme is flushed pink and aqua with yellow draperies and 





grey rugs. Comfortable furniture has black plastic frames. 


re MODERN or provin- 


cial, California homes are known 
for their beauty and adaptability to easy 
and genteel living. The beautiful home 
built for Mr. and Mrs. Crispus Wright 
is a fine example of this modern Cali- 
fornia architecture. 

Wright, one of California’s leading 
attorneys, likes to enjoy the peace and 
quiet of his livable home after a hard 
day in court and Architect Ralph Chung 


Swimming pool has wide apron of vari-colored flagstones. 


made most of the building plans from 
Wright’s specifications. Mrs. Wright 
did her own decorating, using furniture 
by Lazlo. 

The home is modern, but not to the 
extreme, and all areas are spacious and 
functional, and furniture arrangements 
can be changed as desired. The Wright 
home is completely air conditioned and 
heated, with television, radio and pho- 
nograph equipment built in. Lighting is 





Dining room area opens on patio. Round table covered with 
glass is of blond wood and has red upholstered chairs. Match- 
buffet has full wall mirror. 


recessed in the ceiling or indirect in most 
instances. 

The front of the house is set off by 
stately tropical trees and flagstone steps 
and landscaping is designed to form a 
picture frame for the home. The com- 
pact, all-electric kitchen, just off the 
main entrance, is done in red and white, 
with green and ivory rubber tiled floor. 
Ripple glass baffles set off the work area 
from the breakfast nook. 


Well filtered, the pool can easily be drained and cleaned. High-boxed 


shrubbery forms a side wall that lends privacy. Exquisite landscaping of the yard can be viewed from the large picture windows 
in the living room. Front of the house is set off by tropical trees and flagstone steps. 











lingote with pleated skirt, three-quarter sleeves, patent leather belt, and crisp, white jabot tops brown sheer, sleeveless crepe 


dress that is smart for cocktails and after-five dates without coat. Designed and made by Carlye. Price $55. 


Townand 
Country 
Casuals 


HE WELL-GROOMED cool look for 
midsummer days can be achieved 
by the choice of a carefully coordinated 
wardrobe of double-life casuals, suitable 
for town or country wear. Whether for 
the busy city career girl, who must dress 
in the morning for daytime and an eve- 
ning date, or the busy mother and home- 
maker who has a million things to do and 
must shop and eat lunch in town, the 
smartly-dressed woman will find casuals 
the right costume for her needs. 
Today’s fashions have contributed a 
group of dark-toned, smartly-made, prac- 
tical casual clothes that can be worn for 


any occasion. One of the most practical 
styles is the redingote ensemble which 
has returned to this season’s collections 
with a boom. 

The pretty costume for the afternoon 
tea or late evening date is styled with 
pleats and frills, such as lace and em- 
broideries. Materials range from the 
finest silks to the newest cotton, nylon 
and orlon fabrics in every conceivable 
weave. 

Styling is designed with quiet sim- 
plicity for quick change, readily switch- 
ing from one personality to another with- 
out losing the character of the outfit. 
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Match box suit with silk cardigan, has embroidered butter- / | : 
flies on white linen blouse, matching collar, Price $55. ‘4 


““Straight as a 
Stick” full length, 
black linen coat 
with white buttons 
is wornover striped 
cotton dress. By 
Jonathan Logan. 
Coat Ay dress Two-piece suit of black and white surah, has 

im small-boy collar, black silk shantung tie. $39.95. 


Silk shantung dress with tailored blouse in brown and white stripes 
has full brown skirt with bright orange cummerbund. Price $55. 
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Assorted Picnic Grill we 


fore leaving home, prepare well-seasoned hamburger patties, franks wrapped with bacon, half-inch slices of bologna and place in waxed 
paper. When ready, place on hot grill, baste with spicy barbeque sauce. Serve with assorted rolls, pickles and cold drinks. 
















— “— Outdoor Eating 
eat IIs Lots Of Fun 
- “1 Se 


mY a | ccnisaarses from kids to grandpa, likes to eat out-of-doors 

ve during the hot month of August. Fresh air and the wide 
open spaces do something to pep up appetites that have grown 
lazy during the hot summer days. 

A picnic, whether in the back yard, at the beach or in a 
spacious park, with rustic tables and barbecue pits, can be lots 
of fun for all. Fortunately, it is not necessary to buy special 
equipment for outdoor cooking. A rack from the kitchen stove 
oven or a cookie sheet supported by two bricks will make a 








n ? 3 ; Designe 

Barbecued Chicken Picnic serviceable cooking plate. ers, the 

; : Spl 

nbine 2 tbsps. margarine, % cup chopped onion, % cup brown Keeping the coals bedded down to a low fire is a secret of — be 
1 tsp. dry mustard, 1 tbsp. Worcestershire sauce, 4% cup success for outdoor cookery. If most food is prepared the dish of 

, juice of lemon, bay leaf and % tsp. each of thyme, basil : , gi : A bakery 
elery salt. Cook 10 minutes and cool. Marinate chicken be- night before, more time is given for a day of picnic fun. When kdl 

leaving home, let stay in sauce. Place on grill and barbecue, mother cannot go, she can fix special lunches for the kids. 


basting frequently. 








Lunch In Sand Pails 


Mother’s nerves will be much better off if 

she prepares this type of lunch for the kids 

- when they have a party or company on a hot 

day. Wrapped in gay paper and packed in 

sand pails, lunch is made up of deviled egg 

sandwiches, carrot and celery strips, cookies, 
ice cream in dixie cups and cold milk. 


Beach Picnic 


Designed to save time and energy for moth- 
ers, the beach campfire lunch is easy and fun. 
Split and butter buns beforehand. Make a 
tasty mustard-catsup sauce at home and a big 
dish of relishes and potato chips. Individual 
bakery pies will taste good, along with a big 
thermos of ice-cold drinks. Tuck in a box of 
marshmallows for toasting. 


Backyard Picnic 


When mother works, it is easy to leave this 
tasty lunch all packed in clean paper bags 
with each child’s name on them. Include hard- 
boiled eggs, peanut butter sandwiches made 
with saltines, bread and jelly sandwiches, a 
piece of fruit and individual milk, along with 
a box of animal crackers. Just leave in the 
refrigerator for them. 
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Wise parents do not buy similar outfits for twins nor give them names of similar sound. Instead, they encourage them to be independent. 


The Mystery of Twins 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


tw DAY IS past when an unsuspect- most perplexing, questions about twins _ twins are those conceived from two eggs. 
ing father faints after being told at is this one: Is it possible for twins to Two-egg twins need not closely resemble 
the delivery room door, “Your wife just have different fathers? each other, hence the observation; “They 
gave birth to twins!” Today, both The answer is “yes.” To explain, let’s don’t look like twins!” They may be as 
Mother and Father know months in ad- consider how twins are conceived. different in habits and temperament as 
vance when twins are on the way. But Generally a woman gives birth to one brothers and sisters born years apart. 
ilthough science has removed the sur-_ child at a time because generally she re- And, in rare cases, blood tests have 
prise factor, we are still fascinated by leases only one ovum at a time. Some- _ proved that fraternal twins were actually 
twins—the same as parents, brothers, times twins are created because this half-brothers or half-sisters. Each one 
sisters, and others—because much mys- _ single egg splits into two after it has had been fathered by a diffe: ent man. 
ery about them has not been solved. been fertilized by the male sperm. Most Of course, no such embarrassing in- 
We hope to be able to completely frequently, however, twins are conceived _ cident is necessary to explain twins who 
answer the riddles of heredity and en- because the mother releases two eggs al- do not look alike. 


ironment as they affect twins through most simultaneously and each egg is Another frequently-heard question is 
tudy in the years ahead. And, we learn fertilized by male sperms. this: Does one race produce more twins 
1ew facts every day. Thus, identical twins are those con- than another race? The answer is not 


One of the most frequently heard, and ceived from the same egg; fraternal conclusive. American Negroes, propor- 
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tionately, produce more twins than 
American Caucasians, but elsewhere in 


. the world, the Caucasian rate for twins 


is higher. Japanese appear to be least 
likely to produce twins, although they 
have a high birth rate. 

In remote areas of China, the second 
twin is regarded as an evil spirit and is 
killed at birth. Some South Pacific 
tribes also look upon them as the devil’s 
disciples and destroy both mother and 
children. 

Although every 92 confinements in the 
U. S. produce one set of twins, mothers 
in their early twenties have just one 
chance in 125 of a dual delivery. For 
the woman past 35, twins are a 1-in-60 
possibility. Medical science can offer no 
aid to parents who want twins. It’s all a 
matter of heredity or pure luck. A Texas 
woman had two sets of twins within a 
13-month period. 

Twins are more likely to be born to 
older mothers, and they are less likely 
in first pregnancies than in subsequent 
pregnancies. Twin-pregnancies are also 
likely to be shorter than single-preg- 
nancies, due perhaps, to the fact that 
the womb is crowded when twins have 
been conceived. On an average, twins 
appear 25 days earlier than single births. 
Twins have a higher mortality rate than 
single-birth children. 

Scientific progress, however, yearly 
reduces the mortality rate of premature 
babies, from whence come twins. The 
more premature babies we can save, the 
greater will become the proportion of 
twins in the population. 

When in doubt, what is the “sure” 
method of identifying identical twins? 

Proof that twins are identical can be 
found in inherited characteristics, which 
must be alike. Seldom does doubt re- 
main after blood types. and fingerprints 
have been checked. But the surest meth- 
od is this: skin tests. Identical twins 
have interchangeable skin! 

People of the same type can exchange 
blood, but not skin. When in need of 
plastic surgery, replacement skin must 
be taken from the patient’s body, for 
it will reject another’s skin. That is true 
even of fraternal twins. But identical 
twins are so much alike that one’s body 
will wear the other’s skin. 

Extreme likeness in these facets is, of 
course, natural. Artificial likeness, such 
as that created when twins are dressed 
exactly alike, may be harmful. 


We all are liable to pronounce dressed- 
alike twins “cute.” But psychologists 
have another word for it: “dangerous.” 

“Twins don’t have to be encouraged 
to recognize their oneness,” psycholo- 
gists say. “It is a common dream of the 
single child to wish for a twin who will 
be like him in every way and will give 
him all his love and attention. Each twin 
naturally considers the other more im- 
portant to him than anybody else in the 
world. 

“Build up this similarity and you build 
up the problem they must face some day. 
Sooner or later, military service, jobs, or 
marriage will mean separation. The way 
must be carefully prepared so that each 
(twin) does not feel incomplete and lost 
without the other.” 

Wise parents, then, don’t buy similar 
outfits for twins, nor do they give them 
names of similar sound, arrange for them 
to sit together in school, encourage them 
to always remain inseparable. Wise par- 
ents encourage twins to be independent. 
This independence should be encouraged 
even though twins object, as they will 
since powerful forces of heredity will 
“encourage” them to be as much alike 
as possible. 

Often it is asked: “Can twins read 
each other’s minds?” Tests of extra- 
sensory perception and telepathy have 
not provided an affirmative answer. 
Amazing similarities have been discov- 
ered in identical twins who were raised 
separately. These similarities extend to 
intelligence, temperaments, jobs, choice 
of clothing, and health. 

Identical twins often have been known 
to make duplicate remarks in chorus or 
to give the same answers on schools ex- 
amination papers. This happens because 
their brain and nervous systems are so 
much alike. 

Withal, there is no conclusive proof 
that identical twins can read each other’s 
minds. This remains one of the mys- 
teries of twins. 

As a rule, identical twins have a tend- 
ency to live about the same length of 
time, the lapse of time being about half 
that for fraternal twins. But this does 
not mean that identical twins have short- 
er lives. The fact is that once they have 
survived childhood, twins live as long as 
other people. It is common, though, for 
twins to take a morbid interest in each 
other’s health. 

THE END 








Bringing 
Up Baby 


Hints Collected by 


Tite Man Gorkor 


(MOTHER OF 5) ; 





Hot weather hints for baby: The less cloth- 
ing, the better, of course. 
Less violent activity dur- 
ing the height of the heat 
(oh, that active toddler! ). 
Tepid baths, followed by 
lavish powdering—plus 
plenty of rest—help keep 
temperatures and temper- 

Mrs. Dan Gerber = a ments from boiling over! 
A light, cooling, nourishing diet helps, too. 





Hot-weather meals, say the dietitians, 
should include lots of fruit. Gerber’s Junior 
Fruits for your baby are a real summer 
“natural” ...serve them with cereal for 
breakfast ...as simple hot-weather desserts 
...as topping on ice cream for special 
treats. Appealing choice — Gerber’s Junior 
Peaches, Pears, Plums with Tapioca. 
Gerber’s Fruits, Strained and Junior, are 
made from special varieties, processed with 
exacting care that gives delicious, true 
flavors. 


Between-meal coolers: Your doctor will 
probably agree that milk, water, fruit juice, 
or a small serving of fruit are the best of all 
summer snacks for infants and toddlers, 
alike. 


New, nutritious fruit-juice for even the 
youngest ones — Gerber’s Strained Orange 
Juice. Guaranteed Vitamin C content. Extra- 
finely strained for nursing-bottle feeding. 
Specially pasteurized. Easily digestible. 
Made from tree-ripened oranges, Gerber’s 
Strained Orange Juice has the appealing 
natural color and mild fresh-fruit flavor 
babies of all ages enjoy. 


ap, ee 
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Barefoot babes: Young toddlers love that 
shoeless feeling. Come warm weather, you 
can let them run barefoot on grassy or 
sandy areas you know are free of sharp bits 
of metal, stone, glass, shell. Good exercise 
for healthy, growing feet, as well—shoes 
are mostly for protection anyway! 
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The 
Danger 


O 
Food 


Poison 


By 
Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of 
“The Biology Of The Negro” 
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In most instances, there is less danger of poisoning from food prepared in the family kitchen at 
home than from food prepared in some commercial eating establishments. 


VY HEN A DOCTOR gets a call to see 

a case of “acute indigestion” he 
an expect to find his patient with al- 
most anything, because this is a loosely- 
It usually indicates a very 
severe pain in the abdomen and may 
nean a disturbance within the bowels 


but it also may be the result of gall 
bladder disease, gallstones, appendicitis, 


ctopic pregnancy, gastric ulcer, kidney 


stones, peritonitis, infected tubes, and 


lany other conditions. 
[t may even mean a heart attack. 


When a doctor reads in the newspaper 
that a prominent man died of acute in- 


ligestion he knows that this is not a 
cientific diagnosis. He reads between 
he lines and surmises that what the in- 
lividual really died of was an acute cor- 
nary disease of the heart. 

It is a wise person who knows his 
nability to interpret a severe pain in 
he abdomen and calls in a doctor to 


make a diagnosis. Most often the physi- 


ian will find that the condition respon- 


sible is not serious. But the possibility 


f a dangerous disease is basis enough 


to warrant not taking a chance. Many 
a person has died believing his pain to 
be due to “something he et” and that it 
would soon pass away. 

When the pain can actually be located 
in the bowels, the next step is to deter- 
mine its cause. We know that pain in 
the stomach or intestines is usually the 
result of a cramp or, more scientifically, 
a spasm. This means that the organ 
contracts very tightly with the purpose 
of getting rid of some harmful substance. 

When a boy eats too many green 
apples a poisonous substance in them 
causes the stomach and intestines to 
develop a painful spasm until the apples 
are either digested or passed through 
the bowels. The same thing happens 
when something is eaten to which one 
is strongly allergic. While these and 
similar instances are very distressing, 
they are not at all serious. 

There are, however, certain forms of 
acute indigestion associated with eaten 
foods that can be very serious. They 
are grouped together under the general 
heading of food poisoning and are the 


result of changes produced in food by 
bacteria as the result of improper cook- 
ing or refrigeration and of careless han- 
dling. 

Food furnishes nourishment for hu- 
man beings and also furnishes nourish- 
ment for bacteria. The reason that the 
foods we consume are not filled with 
germs is either because they are steril- 
ized in cooking or that nature has pro- 
vided the food with chemicals that are 
antagonistic. 

While in the raw state, fruits, vege- 
tables and nuts can be kept in good 
condition fit for food sometimes for long 
periods because they are, first, sur- 
rounded by a protective covering and 
second, because they contain protective 
substances which discourage bacteria to 
grow. 

Once these foods are peeled or shelled 
and the protective substances destroyed 
by cooking, they immediately become 
the prey of the omnipresent bacteria un- 
less they are kept at refrigerator tem- 
peratures which retard bacterial growth. 

Usually, when bacteria grow freely 
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in food, it decomposes or, more simply, 
rots. Rotten food is not necessarily 
poisonous. Indeed, certain rotten foods 
are purposely produced and are con- 
sidered delectable. Take for instance 
certain cheeses, limburger cheese being 
a good example. These cheeses have 
their characteristic flavor and, for that 
matter, odor, because of the action of 
molds and bacteria on milk curd. 

Chemists can identify substances in 
cheeses that are the decomposition prod- 
ucts of bacterial growth. It must be 
noted, however, that in producing 
cheeses, the rottening process is not pro- 
duced by just any bacteria that come 
along. It is carefully controlled to see 
that only the proper decomposing germs 
are allowed to grow in cheeses. 

Gourmands (gourmets) know that the 
best flavored beef and fowl are those 
that are “hung” and allowed to “ripen.” 
This is another way of saying that they 
are allowed to rot partially. A well- 
ripened piece of beef or fowl is green 
and covered with mold. 

We also know that alley dogs and 
cats hold feasts out of garbage cans 
where the refuse from our tables is 
thrown and kept under conditions not 
suitable for freshness. Hogs fed with 
slops certainly get a lot of decomposed 
food. There is no reason to believe that 
dogs, cats, and hogs are less susceptible 
to food poisoning than we are, yet the 
decomposed food seldom makes them ill, 
all of which illustrates that spoiled food 
is not necessarily poisonous. 

Certain germs, however, when they 
grow in food, not only cause it to rot 
but also produce strong poisons which 
will cause very severe illness and fre- 
quently death. The reason that it is 
important to keep food under good re- 
frigeration is not only to prevent ordi- 
nary decomposition, which alters the 
flavor of food, but also to prevent the 
chance growth of those germs which are 
poisonous. The occasional dead dog or 
cat we see in the alley probably got hold 
of food rotted with the wrong germ. 

There are three kinds of germs that 
can produce food poisoning. The first 
and most important, because it is the 
most dangerous, is the botulinus germ. 
This is the germ that the thrifty house- 
wife who cans her own food must avoid. 
Certain vegetables, particularly string 
beans and corn, unless they are proc- 
essed correctly, are apt to develop botu- 
linus poison. (Continued on Page 82) 
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Style +70 $2150 
FULL CAP WIG 
Mixeo Gray *245° 


Beautifully styled with 
luscious circles of curls 
on a full net foundation. 
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Style #48 $49 
BANG TAILS 





$2750 
POODLE WIG 











A ‘‘new'' more glam- 
crous you, the moment 
you wear this beauti- 
fully styled transforma- 
tion. 


= * Style #10 $250 
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FEATHER CURL 
Style +60 
y | with POMP 
Covers complete head 
Style 36A $395 a flows to shoulder 
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Style #47 $325 
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Style # 75 


$3250 
TRANSFORMATION 
WIG 


Ventilated Part 





































Sle #46 564 
BUTTERFLY 
CLUSTER 


Fashion's newest, smart- 
est style. 


























































Style +63 
K R BOB 
BACK FEATHER BO an O08 $650 

BACK CLUSTER 

of CURLS 
Daytime or Evening 
weor . . . this style 
becomes you. 





VISIT OUR FACTORY SHOWROOMS b 


CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
ENCLOSE 2 Beaver St. Dept. TC-58 
SAMPLE Newark 2, N. J 
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_ INTERIORS 








Viost imposing furniture arrangement against a white wall in the back of the living room has three 30-inch bookcases in black lacquer 
on high, wrought iron structures, for a feeling of lightness and space, making the overall piece 90” wide by 66” high. 


Design-A-Group 


Furniture 


ROVIDING a home with well-coordinated and perfectly- 
matched furniture has been a homemaker’s problem for 
many years. Always, when buying furniture piece by piece, 
there was the risk that these pieces would not harmonize with 
each other. Consequently, the effect was often a jumble of odd 
and unrelated furniture which did not give satisfaction. 
“Design-A-Group” furniture is made so that anyone can be 
a designer and decorator, without expensive professional advice 
or the risk of non-professional blunders. From a harmonious 
group of related furnishings that offer a wide choice of finishes, 
colors, materials and dimensions, pieces can be combined with 
artistic ease and the final result will be a smartly decorated unit. 
The furniture on these pages was designed by Marc Berge 
creation room, good for many activities, is shown as sewing for the Modernage Furniture Corporation, and comes in three 
finishes of selected hard maple, natural ginger, or black lacquer. 


ym. Special decoration is large photostat of scissors. Furni- 
ture is black lacquer, fire engine red overall color. Karl Steinhauser created the dramatic interior settings, using 











To highlight the American Indian motif, a rendering in black of the usual warrior’s headdress decorates one wall of the living room. 
Natural birch chests, mounted on benches with black wrought iron legs, combine two furniture finishes against a white wall. 


Overall view of living room, done in black, white and orange with Extension dining table, designed by Edmond J. Spence, high- 
yellow accents. Upholstered pieces include seven-foot sofa of foam lights native Mexican materials. Table has mahogany linear 
rubber, armless chairs with wrought iron legs. divisions, frame and legs. Chairs have woven seat and back. 
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The Eyes 
Have It 


i pre OF THE most important aids to 

beauty is eye make-up. If done cor- 
rectly, it will accentuate the eyes and 
make them look larger and sparkling 
ike stars. Any woman who takes time 
and pride in her looks can achieve this 
eye beauty without too much effort. 

First, a bit of eye shadow can be ap- 
plied to give the eyelids a misty look. 
Then with an eyebrow pencil, gently 
lraw a thin, fine line along the base of 
the lashes on both upper and lower lids. 
hese lines should be softened with the 
hngertips. 

Next come the brows. They can be 
riven a lovelier contour with an eyebrow 
pencil. Apply in short feather strokes. 
When brows are sparse, fill in the gaps 
with light strokes on the skin. 

Final and most important step is ap- 
plication of “natural looking” mascara. 





ace 
Mascara should be applied with a not-too-wet brush, beginning at the base of the lashes 
and swooping upward to the tips. 


“lost important step in eye make-up is the application of Maybelline mascara. Eyebrows 
fade at the tips and mascara gives them 
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After lashes are dried, separate hairs with 
dry brush to remove any surplus mascara. 




















Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


on record are those involving persons with 
vast age differences. I understand that he 
has made no promises to you, but, you, in 
turn, have promised to wait for him. 

The old saying is “you are young only 
once,” so take this into consideration and 
realize that in 71% years he will be 34% 
and you will be only 2414 years old. The 
best years of your life are between 17 and 
25. Don’t let juvenile loyalty spoil your 
life now. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17 years old, have been married for 
three years, and am the mother of five chil- 
dren, but only one is living. My husband 
goes off and has fun but he never takes me 
with him. If I go anywhere, he wants to 
fight and make a scene, 

Among other things, 
clothes to wear. My mother, brother and 
sister are staying with us and my husband 
never says good morning to my mother 
who is very sick. Must I leave him or 
what ? Daisy Mae 


Dear Daisy Mae: 

You are too young to put up with the 
foolish escapades of your husband. The 
best thing for you to do is to get a good 
job and begin helping yourself. Your hus- 
band probably resents the responsibility of 
your sick mother and also your brother and 
sister, so it’s up to you to lighten the finan- 
cial load a bit. 

Have your mother take care of your 
child, go out and get a job and repair the 
wreck of your marriage. Face facts and 
stop sitting home griping. If it is at all 
possible to salvage your marriage, begin 
by making your husband respect you as an 
attractive, intelligent human being. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a girl 17 and a junior in high 
school. I am in love with a boy who is 
stationed in Korea. Before he left, he asked 
me to wait for him. He wrote me often and 


called occasionally when he was in the | 
States, but I haven’t heard from him in | 


three months. 
Do you think I should keep on believing 
that he loves me? Do you think that he 


has fallen for a girl over there and has | 
forgotten his promises to me? I am con- | 


fused and need your help. Please tell me 
what to do. 

im. 
Dear J. R.: 

Have faith in your friend until he writes 
you differently. It could be that he has 
been writing but his letters may not be 
reaching you. He could be injured and in 
a hospital or prison camp. Continue to 
write letters in a friendly manner and 


you'll be safe, regardless of the turn of | 


events. 
soldiers away from home. They let them 
know that you still have faith even though 


Letters mean a great deal to | 





I have very few | 





oY 


---Make your 
a lively, 


Au 





wanl romance 


La bridal veil 


hair alluring with 


new haircolor 
It’s so easy to give your hair the 
glamorous color that spells 
irresistible attraction and appeal. 
Ask at your cosmetic counter for 
Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring 
in the red box. Choose from 18 
flattering colors. 


Godefroys \atieuse 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. « 3510 OLIVE ST. « ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 


® | arieuse 
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MORGAN YOUNG, 
owner Gorine Beauty College, Mem- 
his, and former President National 


MADAM G. S. 


eauty Culture League. says. ~* 
have used Lanson on many custom- 
ers and in my schools. by 4 have all 
praised Lanson because it has given 
them the most beautiful hair they 
ever had. In my opinion, Lanson is 
the best preparation I have used. 


SEND NO moneys a — 





Or save ft] aphe 4%, $1 ‘BO wi with Order. 
LANSON CO. 


Dept. TC-L-11 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 


YOUR HAIR MUST LOOK LONGER, 


LOVELIER IN 5 DAYS 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


Lanson Is Guaranteed 


to give you hair that looks longer, 
lovelier and silkier than ever before. 
Lanson's antiseptic action, plus sulphur, 
lanolin and beneficial lubricating oils 
condition hair and scalp. 


MAKE THIS HAIR BEAUTY 
TEST AT OUR EXPENSE 


if at the end of 5 days you are not 
more than satisfied, full purchase price 
will be refunded. 


LANSON ANTISEPTIC CONDITIONER 
FOR HAIR AND SCALP 


Brings you these benefits: 
Brings new hair beauty and lustre. 


Helps prevent a and breaking 
off at t conde, due to arya 


Someone, smooths a é dry, brittle 


~All ugly, loose, flaky dandruff. 
Relieves torment of dry itching scalp. 
Makes your hair as long as possible. 
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@ Startle the stag line, dangle the date bait, 
keep the fellows on the hook .. . yes, You, 
with your new bright, lighter complexion! 
Maybe they haven't noticed you before, but 
in 7 days from now, after regular use of Black 
and White Bleaching Cream as directed, see 
how much softer, smoother your shades 
lighter skin will be. See how the fellows give 
you the second look, ‘cause you've got the 

new look” that invites romance and fun. 
Costs so little, start your 7-day test, today! 


For thrilling 
results, start 
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you are wondering. In the meantime, send 
up a little prayer that he is safe from harm. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 16 years old and very much in love 
with a man of 22. Unfortunately, he is a 
playboy and his mother doesn’t want to 
give him up. I have told him that I can’t 
be just one of his fancies because I love 
him too much for that. He has tried to ex- 
plain the situation but I refuse to see be- 
cause I want him now. Meanwhile, while 
I have tried to forget him I find that I now 
have broken another boy’s heart. Although 
I told this boy about my one great love, he 
insists on seeing me and wants to marry 
me. There must be a solution to my prob- 
lem and I’m depending on you for it. 

Confused 
Dear “Confused”: 

Stop thinking and acting like a typical 
bobby-soxer who wants to have her own 
way. Wake up to the fact that you are old 
enough to face reality. People will not al- 
ways do exactly what you want them to. 
If your current heart throb is a playboy, 
let him play. The role of a reformer is not 
for you. I doubt seriously that he is worth 
salvaging for he probably likes being tied 
to his mother’s apron strings. 

If you can’t have him, then look around 
for somebody else. Try not to get involved 
too deeply with the opposite sex. Offer 
friendship and get friendship in return .. . 
then wait until the relationship develops 
into something more stable before you call 
it your first or second great love. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a man with whom I 
have been keeping company for eight 
months, After dating me for a month, he 
asked me to marry him. I agreed and we 
made plans for the marriage date. After 
my blood test, he asked me for the cer- 
tificate in order to get the license. I gave 
it to him but he didn’t do anything about it. 

I then obtained the license myself when 
he promised to set another date. It, too, 
passed. When I pressed him further, he 
finally told me that his divorce papers had 
not been signed. I wonder whether he 
means me any good or whether he is just 
playing around. Please tell me what to do. 

A.L.V. 
Dear A.L.V.: 

Obviously, the man has no desire to get 
a divorce from his wife or to marry you. 
Let him alone for he certainly means you 
no good. He is safe as long as his wife 


does not agree to a divorce. When and if 


she ever does, he probably won’t marry you 
after waiting this long. Tell him that no 
man can have his cake and eat it, too. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 18 years old 
and in high school. I will graduate this 
year. I have been going with a fellow for 
about 10 months, but about three weeks 
ago he got married to another girl under 
circumstances beyond his control. At least, 
that is what he told me. It all happened 
so suddenly. I still love him, even though 
the girl he married was a friend of mine 
who is going to have his baby. He says 


he wants to get a divorce and marry me. 
Should I accept his proposal and marry 
him? Iam so confused, and I don’t think 
I will ever love anyone else. 
B. L. 

Dear B. I.: Of course you will love some. 
one else! It will take a little time, maybe, 
to get your emotions back on an even keel, 
but love usually enters everyone’s life more 
than once. Leave this boy alone. Don’t 
be responsible for helping him run out on 
his responsibilities. And, certainly, don’t 
be responsible for wrecking your own life! 
You will fall in love again. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a teenager and need your advice 
very badly. My mother is dead, and only 
my father, sister and I are living. So | 
thought it would be better asking you 
about my personal problem. My boyfriend 
is in the Army, and wants me to have an 
affair with him when he comes home on 
furlough. He asked me once before, and 
when I said no he became very angry and 
told me that I did not love him. Now, I 
don’t know what to say or do. I think that 
if he loves me, he would want to wait until 
we get married. So please tell me whether 
I’m right or not. 

G.W. 
Dear G.W.: 

A good rule when you’re in doubt, is 
“don’t.” And, since you can’t really ever 
be sure the boy loves you enough to marry 
you until he actually does, your course 
ought to be quite obvious. Wait until 
you're wed. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am deeply in love with a girl whom | 
have never met. I have only her picture, 
yet I am convinced of my love. I am 25 
and will soon go into the Army. How can 
I prove my love to this girl? 

William A. Coleman 
Dear William: 

There is more to love than physical beau- 
ty, especially when this beauty is derived 
solely from a mere snapshot. Meet the girl 
face to face and, if possible, stay in her 
town for several days to become better ac- 
quainted. You will then be in a position 
to know whether you are really in love and 
whether this affection is returned. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married for two years and 
am the mother of two children. I love my 
husband, or did until he started running 
around and staying out all night. He no 
longer helps me with the children. He is 
now in one State and I, in another. When 
he left, he did fine until a short time ago 
when he stopped sending me any money. | 
ask him for money, but he only gives me 
promises. I hate to have him arrested for 
non-support. Please tell me what to do. 

‘ H.A.D. 
Dear H.A.D.: 

Promises never fill an empty stomach. 
Forget the sentiment, write him a few more 
letters, and if he doesn’t pay up, call the 
gendarmes. 
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My Baby 
Has Two 
Fathers 


(Continued from Page 27) 


and bounded away from him. 

I saw Jack make a dive and there was 
a mad scramble for the ball. It was like 
a pile-up on a football field. The referee 
dashed over and untangled the arms and 
legs. But Jack didn’t get up; he was 
writhing on the floor, clutching his groin. 
his face twisted in pain. 

I jumped up screaming. By the time I 
pushed and fought my way back to the 
dressing room, they had found a doctor. 
who was working over him when I burst in. 
Sandy. the trainer, shook his head sadly. 
“Tough break, Mrs. Doren. We sure need 
him out there these last five minutes.” 

“Who’s worried about the team—or the 
game?” I demanded tearfully. “Is he all 
right, doctor?” 

The doctor, a tall, gaunt man, straight- 
ened up, a puzzled look on his face. “You're 
his wife? Well, I wouldn’t worry, if I were 
you. Just knocked the wind out of him. 
as far as I can tell.” 

“You’re sure? He—he seemed to be in 
such awful pain.” 

“Well, he got a nasty crack. But my 
guess is he’ll be as good as ever by game 
time tomorrow.” 

I was so relieved, I slumped to one of 
the benches and sat there sobbing. He’d 
be all right, the doctor said, but I knew 
one thing for certain—Jack had played his 
last game of basketball—professional or 
otherwise. 

That was how my husband got into the 
construction business. Although he didn’t 
play for the rest of the season, the team 
voted him his full share of prize money. 
which Jack used to buy a truck and go 
into partnership with a local contractor. 
It was the wisest move he ever made, be- 
cause in five short years. he was not only 
making good money, but we had a new 
home and a cottage in the country, as well. 

My love for Jack deepened with each 
passing year and the mere idea of being 
embraced by another man never once en- 
tered my mind. Not even when we learned 
that the doctor who had examined Jack 
after the accident had been all wrong about 
his being “as good as new.” In fact, the 
one thing that marred our happiness was 
the horrible aftermath of Jack’s injury. 

We didn’t learn about it until the sec- 
ond year of our marriage. We were visit- 
ing Larry, Jack’s elder brother who was 
married and had three children. The young- 
est was a little boy named after Jack and 
was his favorite. We were all sitting around 
after dinner, Jack in his usual position 
down on the floor, rolling around with the 
baby. 

Letha, Larry’s wife, caught my eye and 








nodded toward Jack. “I wonder if he’d 
be so energetic if he had to do some of the 
work connected with a kid,” she said in a 
loud whisper. 

“T heard that crack!” Jack said, scram- 
bling to his knees. “Letha, honey. I'd have 
a dozen of ’em if it were up to me. What 
do you think I'm working so hard for? 
It’s to take care of all the kids I'm going 
to have—with Ann’s help. of course.” he 
added with a smile. 

“Thank you, sir.” I said lightly, but won- 
dering whether he were secretly blaming 
me because we hadn’t yet started on a 
family. 

Larry. almost as big and handsome as 
Jack, took a meditative puff on his pipe. 
“You kids are just about due, aren’t you?” 
he asked. “Remember. Jack. we come 
from a long line of big families.” 

Jack snorted. “/ know it. but tell that 
to her,” he said. pointing at me. 

“Just like a man. blame it all on the 
woman,” Letha remarked pointedly. 

Jack jumped to his feet and stuck out 
his barrel chest. He’d put on weight late- 
ly. but was still in perfect physical trim. 
“Well, ’'m doing my part.” he maintained. 

“Are you sure about that?” Larry’s voice 
was low but probing. “I was reading in 
the paper the other day that some doctor 
says that men are just as often to blame 
as women when—well. when babies don’t 
show up on schedule.” 

“Are you saying that I—” 

Larry’s upraised hand cut short Jack’s 
indignant protest. “I’m not saying any- 
thing, except this—take a tip and go see 
a good doctor. Both of you. I mean.” 

I could see that Jack didn’t like the 
idea and it suddenly dawned on me that 
all those months he had been anxiously 
waiting for me to give some sign that a 
baby was on the Way. And I could see 
then that all along he had been blaming 
me. Larry’s suggestion that perhaps he, 
not I, was at fault didn’t sit well with him. 

Nevertheless, Jack made appointments 
for the two of us—at different times—to 
go see the doctor Larry had recommended. 
I went in the morning. and. after a thor- 
ough examination. the doctor assured me 
that there was no reason why I could not 
have children. 

Jack stopped by the doctor’s on his way 
home from work that day. The minute 
he walked in, I rushed over to him to tell 
him the good news. But the dull. unseeing 
look in his eyes and the pain and incredu- 
lity written on his face stopped me. 

He reached out and clung to me for 
“T—it’s me, Little Bit,” he fal- 
tered. “I’m the one. That time I got 
kneed in the game.” His voice rose in 
“ll never be a father!” 

The next two weeks were the worst I’d 
ever lived through. For days, Jack would 
brood about the house, neglecting his work 
and not talking much, then he’d go on a 
binge. He’d stagger home any hour of the 
night or day and I'd have to put him to 
bed. I didn’t mind that. It was the hurt 


support. 


horror. 


in his eyes, the hopelessness in his voice 
that tore at my heart. 

Dr. Cruse helped a lot during that criti- 
cal period. He helped me to see that it 
was not only the fact that he could never 
have the children he wanted so desperately 
that caused Jack’s suffering. Eating at him 
like a cancer were the doubts of himself 
as a man. the ever-present fear that other 
things were wrong with him. 

For a man who'd always been considered 
almost superhuman, this was a terrible 
blow. It took lots of patience and under- 
standing to restore his faith in himself. 

But gradually, in the months and years 
that followed, Jack became more like his 
old self again. But under it all, I could 
tell that his desire for children—even one 
child—had grown rather than decreased. 

At first thought, adopting a child seemed 
an easy solution. But there were two 
things wrong: first. it’s easier said than 
done. We found that so many people 
want to adopt babies that there was a 
thriving black market that specialized in 
sales to childless couples who couldn’t 
qualify for adoption, who did not care to 
go through the endless miles of red tape. 
But black market babies, we soon dis- 
covered, are not only expensive, but can 
involve the would-be parents in criminal 
suits. 

Secondly, and evidently more important 
to Jack, was the sentiment he expressed 
to me one afternoon after a fruitless visit 
to a nursing home for unwanted babies. 
“They're cute enough, Little Bit, but even 
if we were lucky enough to get one, it 
wouldn’t be ours. Yours and mine, I mean.” 

“But we'd learn to love it,” I pointed 
out. “In a few years, we’d never know 
the difference.” 

“You don’t get my point,” he said, gazing 
off into the distance. “The baby wouldn’t 
be part of me.” He gave a short, bitter 
laugh. “Or, since that’s out of the ques- 
tion, part of you.” 

I put my hand on his arm. “Come on, 
let’s go, darling,” I suggested. “There 
must be some place we can find a baby 
who’s just waiting for us.” 


No: AS JACK walked away from the 

cottage, leaving me alone with my 
thoughts, it came to me that even then 
he was toying with the idea he had just 
mentioned. I let myself give it a moment’s 
thought and my heart grew sick. It was 
impossible! How could Jack even think 
of such a thing? 

Sure, the baby would grow inside my 
body; I would give it birth; it would cer- 
tainly be part of me, but the father would 
be—who? I suddenly realized that I didn’t 
even know the man Jack had in mind to 
play the role of substitute father. 

After three or four days of feeling alter- 
nately outraged and hurt, I decided that 
the least I could do would be to sit down 
with my husband and discuss the thing in 
an adult manner. As we talked, I saw 
more clearly than ever before his intense 
longing for a child and I realized that his 
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life would not be complete until he had 
the one thing he wanted so much. 

I wasn’t surprised when Jack told me 
that he had shared his secret with Lyle 
Jones, a former teammate, who was sort of 
a career athlete. Although I remembered 
Lyle from the days when I toured with 
the basketball team, I hadn’t seen him for 
years. 

Jack told me he had discussed his idea 
with Lyle. who had reluctantly agreed. 
However, I got the impression that he 
really didn’t think Jack was serious about 
it. 

I'd never seen Jack as happy as when 
I told him I’d made up my mind to go 
through with his plan. He swept me into 
his arms with more fervor than in many 
a month and kissed me passionately. 

“Ann, darling—my Little Bit,” he 
whispered, “I'll make it up to you. You 
won't be sorry, I promise!” 

“Oh, I hope not, Jack!” I cried in a 
frightful voice. “I—somehow, it just 
doesn’t seem right.” 

His lips brushed against my damp 
cheeks. “As long as we love each other, 
this other will be just an interlude, a 
purely physical thing that can’t touch us. 
We won’t even think about it afterwards.” 

I clung to him until my arms ached, 
wishing with all my heart that I could be 
as sure as he was. 

It took some time to arrange all the de- 
tails. Jack was about to start on a big con- 
struction job in the suburbs and it was 
decided that he wouldn’t come home until 
a few days after it happened. Otherwise, 
[ could never have faced the embarrass- 
ment of coming directly from another 
man’s embrace into the arms of my hus- 
band. 

So several weeks later, I made my way to 
i fashionable hotel, where Lyle was to 
join me later. I registered at the desk, 
taking the room for a week. Then I went 
ipstairs to wait. It had been so long since 
I'd last seen Lyle and the circumstances 
inder which we were meeting again were 
so unusual, I wasn’t quite sure how I 
would greet him. 

I tried to read for a while, then listened 
to the radio, but my mind wasn’t on it. As 
night approached, I realized one thing—it 
would be impossible for me to brazenly 
face Lyle as if we were lovers. 

So I turned out all the lights, and lay 
icross the bed, waiting. I must have dozed 
ff, for when the telephone jangled, I 
jerked awake, my heart pounding with a 
strange mixture of fear and excitement. 
“A visitor for you, Mrs. Winn,” the desk 
clerk said. It took an effort, but I finally 
managed to croak, “Send him up, please.” 

! got up, unlocked the door, then cowered 
igainst the head of the bed. A few min- 
ites later, there was a discreet knock on 
the door and a man entered. For a brief 
interval, he was silhouetted against the 
light from the hallway, then there was 
nothing. 

rhe silence was maddening. I felt that 
any moment a great scream would rip 
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from my constricted throat. I felt his hand 
brush against me and I drew away, whim- 
pering like a frightened animal. Fear oozed 
from every pore of my body. 

Then a dull numbness settled over me. 
I could hear and feel, but nothing regis- 
tered on my paralyzed brain. I was like 
a rag doll, pulled this way and that, then 
left limp and motionless draped across the 
bed. 

When I went to Dr. Cruse, he seemed 
surprised that I wanted a pregnancy test, 
but he made no comment. He mentioned 
the Friedman Test, using rabbits, and sev- 
eral other speedy tests, but I didn’t know 
what he was talking about and cared less. 
I was overwhelmed with guilt. All I want- 
ed was to have the whole thing over and 
done with. 

Imagine my shock when he phoned me 
from the hospital the next day and told 
me I was definitely not pregnant! When I 
recovered, I phoned Lyle and told him 
that the first attempt was a failure. I 
spent another miserable day waiting for 
night time and my visitor. 

“I’m sorry,” Lyle said in a deep, mellow 
voice when he arrived. 

We sat facing each other in the dark- 
ness, both of us, I guess, trying to recall 
what the other looked like. He sounded 
as if he were genuinely sorry, and I said 
quickly, “No, I’m sure it was my fault. I 
—I guess I was too tense and—” My voice 
trailed off. 

This time, I didn’t shrink from his touch, 
as before, but I was still all wound up in- 
side. Things were as awkward as the first 
time, but after he left, I caught myself 
wondering about him. He was almost as 
big as Jack, and although his face was 
just a blur, I recalled that he had the 
rugged good looks that women went for. 

Yet, with me he showed a tenderness, 
almost a shyness, that made me certain he 
felt a deep responsibility toward both Jack 
and me. My respect for him grew im- 
mensely. 

Almost immediately, a flush of shame 
burned my cheeks. “Purely a_ physical 
thing,” Jack had assured me, but at that 
moment I knew that the second attempt 
would also be a failure and I knew why. 
Science has its place, but there are some 
things, I reflected as I lay there in the 
dark, which require an emotional approach. 

So I was prepared for the doctor’s “neg- 
ative” report after he made the second test. 
I sent Jack a telegram telling him that 
complications had developed and that a few 
more days were required. Then I phoned 
Lyle. 

There was a long silence after I told him. 
Then he said, “I hadn’t counted on that. 
Jack said it would be easy, but I don’t 
think I can go through with it.” 

I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to 
remind him that he’d made a promise to 
Jack, that Jack was counting on him and 
that this time there would be no failure. 
But the words refused to come. “I think 
I understand,” I murmured. 


There was a long pause. “I never 


dreamed it would be so difficult!” he said 
with sudden emotion. Finally, “All right, 
we'll try again. It would be worse if I let 
Jack down after going this far.” 

“Tomorrow, then?” 

“Yes.” There was a note of resignation 
in his voice. 

The next day I went to a movie mainly 
to relax and get away from the hotel room 
and the memory of the other two nights, 
When I returned, I called room service and 
ordered drinks sent up. By the time Lyle 
arrived, I’d already had a couple. 

As on the previous occasions, the room 
was in darkness, but I could sense the 
tension when he came in. 

“T—I thought a drink might help,” | 
said, astonished at my boldness. Our hands 
touched as he took the glass I offered. The 
contact sent a thrill of anticipation through 
me. I tried to fight it. 

We sipped the drinks and talked in low 
tones about little things, nothing important 
or significant. Bit by bit I relaxed until 
finally I could say with genuine sincerity, 
“T’m sorry to put you to so much trouble.” 

His voice was taut. “You make it sound 
as if it were a terrible chore,” he said. 

“What I mean is, I think this time it 
will be different.” 

“Maybe that’s what I’m afraid of,” he 
said in low, fierce tones. “Maybe it was all 
wrong to begin with!” 

I clutched his hand. “Don’t say that. 
It’s for a good purpose.” 

“That’s the point!” His voice trembled 
with emotion. “I’m thinking of myself— 
not Jack. I call myself his good friend, 
but when I hold you in my arms, there’s 
only you and me!” 

“If that helps—” I pulled his hand 
around my waist. 

His embrace was tender, but with a sup- 
pressed eagerness that inflamed my senses. 
His hands moved over me in_ intimate 
caresses; my skin tingled at his touch. | 
lifted my mouth to his, dug my nails into 
the hard muscles of his back and pressed 
myself against him. 

“Ann—Ann!” he moaned. 

I felt the room whirl around me and a 
flood of ecstacy boiled up in me, exploding 
with thunder and lightning like a summer 
heat storm. Sheer animal passion engulfed 
MBs a 3% 


I LAY bathed in a warm drowsiness. I 
heard faint stirring sounds. 
“Lyle—?” 

“Goodbye, Ann.” There was infinite sad- 
ness in his voice. 

“Please. Don’t go—yet.” 

He must have sensed something that I 
myself was not aware of, because he said 
gently, “Jack is my friend. If I were to 
stay—” 

“Then it’s goodbye?” 

“For good. I’m leaving town. Maybe 
I'll take the playground director’s job ! 
heard about in St. Louis, maybe—” He 
sighed, then said firmly, “Whatever hap- 
pens, Ann, we can’t ever see each other 
again.” 
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I heard his footsteps approach the door. 
There was a pause, full of unspoken words 
and thoughts and wishes. “Goodbye,” he 
said simply. 

I didn’t answer. 
alone. 

A few days later, the results of Dr. 
Cruse’s tests were positive. He shook his 
head in disbelief. “If I believed in mira- 
cles. I'd say this was one,” he declared. 
“] don’t know what happened—” He 
raised his hand as I started to speak. “And 
[ don’t want to know! I only hope you 
won't regret it.” 

When Jack came home, there was a joy- 
ous reunion. Any fears that he would 
somehow treat me differently were instant- 
ly dispelled. His happiness was wonderful 
to see and seemed to grow with each pass- 
When the baby arrived, Jack 


A moment later, I was 


ing day. 
wept. 


The baby was a boy and both Jack and 


I love him passionately. Whatever it cost 
me, Jack’s intense pride in our son made 
up for it. One look at the adoration in his 
eyes whenever Junior comes into view con- 
vinces me that despite any moral judgment 
on us, we did the right thing. 

But even now, there are times when I 
wonder whether what I went through hasn’t 
left its mark on me. My conscience whips 
me every time I remember I very 
nearly wrecked the whole plan by almost 
begging Lyle to stay. That is the thing 
that makes me feel that I was unfaithful 
to my husband. 

The baby has made our lives so bright 
and full of love that I no longer think about 
And I’m sure that Lyle also 
baby is not his, but truly 
in a moment of sentimental 


how 


his real father. 

feels that the 

Jack’s, because, 
weakness, I sent him a photo of Junior. 
The letter was returned unopened. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 9) 


On this subject. he was neurotically bit- 
ter—and, since he was a “damm yankee” 
from New York. he found a lot in the state 
of Virginia that was hard to take. The 
Every Jim Crow 


“Col- 


segregation enraged him. 
sign reading: “For Whites Only” or 
ored Only” made his eyes flash fire. 


With the conclusion of his training 
course, Harry’s orders came through. Be- 


fore leaving for the West Coast point of 
embarkation. he presented me with a gold. 
Two weeks later on 
Christmas morning, I received a beautiful. 
rare white poinsettia. Harry had arranged 
with a florist before departing for its de- 


heart-shaped locket. 


livery. 

Hampton seemed strangely dull in the 
months that followed. In that period, I got 
a few letters. the last of them coming from 
the South Pacific. Eventually, there were 
no more letters. In time, I decided that 
the Belafonte episode was closed. Other 
activities at home kept my mind well 
cupied. I'd graduated from college and | 
was ready to embark on my career. 

A great opportunity came along in 1946. 
I was appointed to a teaching at the 
Bethany Day Nursery School in New York 
City. Along with this, I helped to instruct 
New York University tech- 
niques of child development with the nurs- 
ery as the laboratory. 

The inevitable happened. 
recently discharged from the Navy, 
of my whereabouts. We 
mance, if “romance” is the right word for 
our marathon debate. [| 
clash in particular. In a Manhattan sub- 
way station, one night, Harry pointed to a 
billboard, a tolerance message, 
“No Bigotry in America.” 


post 


students in 


just 
learned 


Harry, 
resumed the ro- 


remember one 


reading: 


He went up to the sign and with a pen- 
cil, scrawled; “Oh, no? How about bigo- 
try against Negroes?” 

“Harry, that was childish—infantile!” | 
said almost sharply. “Just like one of my 
little nursery kids expressing his resent 


ment about something by throwing a book 
through the window. You will never solve 
your problem or the problem of your race 
in this emotional manner. Nothing is 
gained. 

“A Negro can’t get anywhere 
of thing. He has to study and 
chosen field. Next, he has 
of distinction in 
effectively 


by doing 
this sort 
train for 
to achieve some 
that field. Only 
act and speak out for his race.” 

That speech was really unfair to Harry 
because he had already chosen his field of 
Under the GI Bill of Rights, he 
at the 


some 
degree 


then, can he 


endeavor. 
was enrolled in a dramatic course 
New School of Social Research. 

In May of 1948, having packed in two 
years of the best theater training. he started 


to make the rounds. Broadway’s producers 


and directors cold shouldered him but, 
early in June 

“Margurite,” he reported, “I’ve been 
cast for a part in Sojourner Truth. It is 


being put on by the American Negro Thea- 


ter group. It is not a Broadway produc- 


tion—only a one-week run at the YM- 
YWCA—but it will be a showcase for me. 
It is a chance to be seen by important 


theater people.” 

After the play’s first performance, 
walked me back to Bethany 
I lived. It was a mild June night, 
complete with mellow moon—a perfect set- 
This 


marrying 


Harry 
dormitories 


where 


ting for Harry’s twentieth proposal. 
time I agreed that I would be 
him. On June 18th, less than a week later, 
we were married at City Hall. 
Neither of our parents knew we 
Only the teachers with 
whom I worked and my director who was 


were 
getting married. 
attendant and the school doctor 
best man. We 
to get married immediately 


my only 
who was the just decided 
without a lot 
Later 
in August, my parents had a reception at 
in Washington, D. C.., 
facing tough sledding at times, 
of the 
greatest personalties in the entertainment 


a folk singer. 


of fuss and celebrations and we did. 


their home for us. 
Although 
Harry has gone on to become one 


world as 
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I Love 
Another 
Man’s Wife 
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I decided then that I'd better get mar- 
ried to protect Kathy—and myself. 

The marriage didn’t last long at all. It 
has never been my policy to say anything 
mean or ugly about my estranged wife, 
Kathy. Let’s drop it with the observation 
that our love for each other wasn’t the 
real, steady-burning adoration and devo- 
tion which had existed between me and 
Lee. Our love had flared up white-hot and 
burned both of us badly. 

I was pretty shaken when I realized this 

even more so when I learned that Lee 
had kept her word. Several days after I 
married, she had done the same. I was 
told that she had explained to the nice 
guy she married that she was still in love 
with me and always would be, but that he 
had accepted her just the same. A girl 
like Lee inspires that kind of devotion. 

My faith in what I felt for Kathy and 
what she felt for me utterly destroyed, my 
heart sick at the realization of what I had 
done to Lee and how I had lost her, I began 
the carefree, wild life again, playing the 
clubs every night, finding a new girl for 
every party, throwing away my money and 
self-respect. Where once I had been used 
to drinking sociably with my friends, I be- 
gan to try to realize my agony, to befog 
my bitter memories with liquor. 

I thought it was sophisticated to “get 
high” and talk cleverly about how fickle 
women were. Imagine me, of all people, 
talking like that! It became nothing un- 
usual for my friends to see me coming 
home in the wee hours, plastered. I was 
on the way to wrecking my own life and 
upsetting my career. Three things saved 
me—a beating, an interview and a hope. 

The beating was given me by Uncle Dan. 
For quite a while he had stood on the 
sidelines and watched me do the wrong 
thing. He knew that I was making a mis- 
take when I mistreated Lee. He felt that 
[ was making another when I got married 
the way I did. But he was convinced that 
[ was heading the wrong way when I re- 
sorted to excessive drinking. 

Having been a tremendously big star in 
show business himself, he knew just what 
the pitfalls were. He realized that, even 
if they enjoy momentary success, people in 
show business who are confirmed alcoholics 
or dope addicts, never really make it to the 
top. He came over to see me one day and 
said: 

“Jimmy, I’ve decided that you’ve gone 
far enough. I’ve never laid a hand on you 
before and I’ve never interfered too much 
with what you wanted to do, but this after- 
noon, you’re going to whip me or I’m going 
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to whip you. Because if I don’t do some- 
thing, whiskey is going to whip you good.” 

He beat the daylights out of me and, 
while I resented it at first, it slowed me 
down, made me stop to think and become 
grateful to him for caring so much about 
what happened to me. 

Even Uncle Dan’s chastisement wouldn’t 
have been enough to straighten me out. 
But something else happened which helped 
pull me back from the gutter into which 
I was headed. It was my interview with 
Duke Ellington. 

I had decided it would be best for me 
to get away from Los Angeles, to try to 
forget. I went on a southern tour with 
the Jimmy McCracken band. The band 
broke up after a couple of months and I 
stayed in Fort Worth, Texas. I played 
some top-drawer white clubs in Dallas. My 
favorite song and recorded tune was Once 
There Lived A Fool. As I sang the last 
line... “and that fool was me”... I 
thought how ironical it was that one could 
be singing to an audience and they’d never 
know how much the singer meant every 
word. Often, there were tears in my eyes 
as I thought of Lee and what a fool I had 
been. 

“Gee, what a ham you are,” people 
would tell me. “You surely can fake the 
heartbreak.” 

If they only knew how much the oppo- 
site of faking I was doing. 

I was making out all right then, but I 
lived in the blackest of moods and I think 
I might have given up my career any day. 
One day, a disc jockey friend, James Clem- 
ons, of Dallas, told me that he had spoken 
to Duke Ellington about me. Ellington, in 
town at the time, had dedicated his Blues 
At Sundown to Clemons. 

I appreciated Clemons for trying to help 
but I was certain I’d never be able to 
measure up to that terrific Ellington stand- 
ard. Thinking of the Kay Davises, Al 
Hibblers and Ivie Andersons he made fa- 
mous, I shuddered at the idea of an audi- 
tion but I wasn’t missing out on the oppor- 
tunity, not on your life. 

Clemons took me to see Duke who asked 
me about my repertoire and had me do 
about eight numbers. Duke’s right arm, 
Billy Strayhorn, and Ellington held a brief 
conference and then told me I was in. I 
left with the Ellington organization that 
next night. 

Of course, this was a big boost up out 
of the dumps for me, but even more im- 
pressive was the interview I had with EI- 
lington after he had hired me. I found 
out, to my amazement, that my new boss 
had checked thoroughly into my _back- 
ground and knew almost everything there 
was to know about me. 

I found out that he was even familiar 
with my love troubles and my brief bout 
with alcohol. The thing that impressed me 
was that he didn’t say anything before he 
hired me because he didn’t want me to 
think that I was on trial, that I had to be 
afraid of losing my job, as long as I stayed 
on the ball. 


In the Ellington organization there’s a 
certain tradition which no one defies be. 
cause everyone respects it. You dress right 
for shows. You make time. You do what 
you like as long as you never force bad 
manners or bad taste upon the audience or 
the public. It’s not a rule book, but a 
spirit. I absorbed it. 

Duke has been wonderful to me. I’ve 
been able to tell him my troubles any 
time I get ready. I’ve been able to confide 
in him. He taught me a great deal about 
good taste in putting over a song. Of 
course, every one knows Duke’s ideas are 
out of this world. 

One thing he taught me was that | 
couldn’t show my true feelings on stage 
when I was feeling badly and doing a 
bright number. 

“Smile, Jimmy, you’ve got to smile,” he'd 
warn. “You have no right to make other 
people share whatever hurts you.” 

Once I recall telling Clark Terry that ] 
had a broken tooth and that I couldn't 
smile because of that. 

“Boy, you better smile if you have no 
teeth,” Clark snorted. 

The reason I had it so tough smiling is 
that I hadn’t got over losing Lee—and still 
haven’t. But, as I said, one of the three 
things that is helping me is a hope. | 
know that it is a sin to covet another’s 
wife, but, in my secret heart, I cannot help 
but believe that Lee still really belongs 
only to me and that I belong to her. 

She has told her husband how she feels. 
My estranged wife knows how I feel. My 
hope is that some miracle will make it 
possible for both of us to be divorced and 
marry, just as we planned back in the 
happy days in Los Angeles. Sometimes I 
get impatient and think that Lee, knowing 
I have learned my lesson, ought to say she 
will ask her husband for a divorce. 

Then I think back and realize that may- 
be she is wise—maybe she is making me 
pay the price so dearly that I'll never for- 
get again how self-ruining selfishness can 
be. Maybe I hurt her so cruelly that, angel 
that she is, she shrinks from hurting others 
in order to have happiness herself. 

Sometimes, on the other hand, I say to 
myself that conceit still has me in its 
clutches; that I am jiving myself, believing 
that Lee still loves me. 

But always I kill that doubt. It isn’t 
conceit that makes me believe that Lee’s 
love for me is still alive. It’s an unex- 
plainable something that, all down the 
ages, has kept alive the communication 
between two hearts in love—wherever they 
may be in relation to each other. 

When I sing Come Back Home and end 
the song on the quavering heartbreak note, 
my arms outstretched as to a vision, I am 
singing to a real person—the person I love 
—another man’s wife. 

I am singing a prayer that the miracle 
will happen, the hope will be realized— 
that God will let my only sweetheart come 
back to the home of my undying devotion. 

THE END 
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Pampered 
And 
Passionate 
(Continued from Page 21) 





three of you have forgotten that we de- 
pend on the store for a living. I wasn’t 
going to tell you until after Christmas, but 
there’s no point in hiding it now—we’re in 
danger of losing the store.” 

There was a tense silence, then he con- 
tinued: “The small corner grocery store is 
on the way out. Now that we’ve got com- 
petition from the chain, we don’t stand a 
chance. I—I don’t know which way to 
turn.” 

“That new super mart they built is the 
cause of it!” That was Junior’s voice 
joining in. 

“It certainly didn’t help things, son,” 
Dad said, and I could imagine his slow 
smile. “The question is, what do we do 
about it?” 

“You and the boys will work out some- 
thing.” Mother said confidently. 

“Sure, Dad, don’t worry.” Eddie said. 

“Right!” added Junior. 

As it turned out, conditions were even 
worse than Dad had intimated during the 
family council I’d overheard. But some- 
how, he managed to save the store. By 
working night and day, starting a free de- 
livery service and staying open all night 
for the convenience of night shift defense 
workers, Dad and the boys put the business 
back on its feet. But Dad had worked 
himself out; he died shortly after my 12th 
birthday. 

Mother insisted on holding 
big house we had, even after Junior was 
drafted shortly before the end of the 
war, 

“Your father would have wanted it 
that way,” she told Eddie, who had sug- 
gested taking an apartment. “Besides, my 
litle girl has to have a home when she 
gets married.” 

One day Eddie broke the news that he 
had married Helen, a girl who worked 
as a clerk in our store. They lived in 
the house, although they had wanted to 
be off to themselves. Helen, a plump, 
good-natured girl, and I always got along 
well, even after she learned that she would 
have to keep on working and not be able 
to sit at home as she hoped. 

“We just can’t afford to hire someone 
else,” Eddie told her the night she men- 
tioned that she wanted to quit. “Maybe 
when Junior gets out of the army—” He 
shrugged his shoulders and went back to 
his dinner. 


onto the 


ung ‘ 

What about Aer?” Helen asked, arch- 
ug her eyebrows and tossing me a 
glance. 


“That’s out of the question!” Mother 
snapped. “Why, the very idea!” 
“You see, Little Bit’s never worked,” 


Eddie explained, somewhat embarrassed. 
“She wouldn’t know a bag of sugar from 
a sack of flour.” 

“She could learn.” 
set in a pout. 

“Please, Mother, let me try!” I begged, 
not really wanting to work, but anxious 
to have Helen like me. 

“You keep out of this, Zora,” Mother 
ordered. “You’re only 15 years old and 
you don’t know what you’re saying. May- 
be when you're older, we'll see about it, 
but right now Helen will simply have to 
pitch in and help her husband. I’m sure 
she doesn’t mind doing that,” Mother 
added pointedly. 

So I continued my idle existence, not 
even helping Mother and Helen prepare 
meals or take care of the house. Mother 
had never let me help her and I was ut- 
terly helpless around the house. 

My hands were too pretty to be dunked 
in dishwater, my brothers had always 
said, and in the old days, they had done 
my share of the dinner dishes while I 
played. It didn’t occur to me that Eddie’s 
marriage might change things. He was 
deeply in love with Helen, but he was 
still my big brother; I still went to him 
for things I wanted. 

With my friends, I was like a queen 
holding court. / was the leader of the 
crowd; / was the center of attraction. My 
habit of demanding what I wanted and 
wanting whatever I saw extended into my 
friendships. 

I remember the time I saw my best girl 
walking home from school with 
Walter, the captain of the track team and 
the best looking boy in our class. I'd 
never paid much attention to Walter until 
that moment, but suddenly I wanted him 
to be strolling with me and holding hands 
the way he was with Gert. 

So I walked faster until I caught up 
with them. then slowed down and cooed: 
“Hi, kids! Going my way?” 

“Well—” Gert hesitated, a funny ex- 
pression on her face, as if she wanted to 
say no but was remembering that I was 
president of the social club she had just 
asked to join. 

Walter smiled invitingly. 
Join the party.” 

“IT saw you run the 440 last Friday at 
the track meet.” I said, falling in step 
beside him and smiling up into his face. 
“You were simply terrif’!” 

“Thanks,” he replied. “Your boy friend 
did all right, too. If Jack—” 

“Oh, him! Whatever gave you the idea 
I was interested in Jack,” I cut in quickly. 
“He’s a drip from ’way back!” 

“He likes you, though. He’s 
talking about you,” Walter said. 

“Too bad about him!” I said haughtily. 
“Tt so happens that when it comes to 
boys, J do the picking, and Jack is noth- 
ing more than an acquaintance.” 

Walter and I chatted merrily 
strolled along, but Gert had nothing much 
to say. We finally reached the drug 
store where Walter worked after school. 
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“Don’t forget next Saturday,” Gert told 
him as we said goodbye and continued on 
our way. 

“Oh, is Walter taking you to the 
prom?” I asked casually. 

Gert stared at me. “You know he is, 
Zora! Why do you ask like that?” 

“Oh, nothing. I was just thinking— 
now that Jack and I have split up, I don’t 
have an escort for the prom.” I think she 
got the point even before I added, “If you 
found another date for Saturday, Walter 
could take me.” 

Gert was flabbergasted. 
should I do that?” 

“T think Walter’s cute,” I went on, “and 
[ think he kind of goes for me, too. Any- 
way, that’s the motto of the Gay Senoritas 
Social Club— ‘Help a friend in need.’ 
You do want to be a Gay Senorita, don’t 
you, Gert?” I added ominously. 

Gert stopped and stomped her foot on 
the sidewalk. “I don’t want to be friends 
with you when you act like that and I 
don’t care if I never join your old club 
if it means we’ve got to share boy 
friends!” she declared. 

She hitched her books up under her 
arm, sniffed indignantly and flounced 
away. I watched her go, chewing my 
thumb reflectively. Gert would never be 
a member of the Gay Senoritas; I'd see 
to that. And I also made up my mind 
that if I couldn’t go to the big dance 
with Walter, neither would Gert. 


“But why 


T HAPPENED that Walter worked for 

Mr. Horn, the druggist, who was a 
good friend of the family. The night of 
the prom, I wandered down to the drug 
store for a soda. I was lonely. But 
after what I’d publicly said about being 
through with Jack it was impossible for 
me to go to the dance with him. So I 
pretended I didn’t want to be bothered 
with such “kid stuff’ and stayed home, 
even though Eddie had bought me a 
new gown to wear. 

My heart skipped a beat when I 
walked into the store and saw Walter 
behind the counter. “Hi, Walter,” I 
said, flopping on a vacant stool at the 
fountain. “Change your mind about go- 
ing to the dance?” 

He shot a quick glance at Mr. Burns 
on the other side of the store and made 
a face. “Doc made me work tonight,” 
he explained ruefully. “If I didn’t 
need that extra money, I’d walk out of 
here right now.” 

He set a glass of water in front of me 
and leaned over the counter. “How about 
I thought I’d be the only one to 


” 


you? 
miss it. 

I tossed my head airily. “Oh, those 
school dances are all alike. If you’ve 
been to one, you’ve been to them all. 
I can think of lots more _ interesting 
things to do,” I told him, trying to sound 
sophisticated. 

“So can I,” grinned Walter, “but it 
looks like Doc needs me more than the 
girls at the dance.” 
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I ordered a chocolate soda and while 
he was making it, I went over to talk 
with “Doc” Burns. 

“Well, hello, Little Bit,” the gray- 
haired druggist greeted me. “Why aren’t 
you at the big dance Walter was mak- 
ing such a fuss about?” 

“That’s what I want to talk to you 
about,” I said accusingly. “How can | 
go to a dance without an escort?” I 
looked over at Walter, who was putting 
the finishing touches on my soda. 

“Doc” nodded his head knowingly. “So 
that’s the way it is!” 

I turned on my most appealing smile. 
“You don’t really need him any more to- 
night, do you?” I pleaded. “The store 
isn’t busy now.” 

He rubbed his chin thoughtfully, then 
slapped his hand down on the counter. 
“You've got the darndest way of getting 
what you want, young lady!” he ex- 
claimed, frowning ferociously, then smil- 
ing. “Now go ahead, get out of here— 
the two of you. And I pity the man 
whose heart you’re going to break some 
day!” 

Walter refused to believe it at first, but 
he was too anxious to leave to argue. 
“T don’t know how you did it, Zora,” he 
said when we got outside, “but thanks a 
million! There’s still time to make the 
dance, so I think I’d better hurry.” 

“Youre not going to the dance,” I told 
him, 

“No?” His voice sounded surprised. 

“You’re going to walk me home, aren’t 
you?” I asked, my eyes wide with prac- 
ticed innocence. 

He seemed to be seeing me for the first 
time and a slow smile spread over his 
face. ‘“Sure—of course, Zora.” 

We walked along through the night. 
getting to know each other, and by the 
time we reached my house, we were hold- 
ing hands and exchanging secret glances. 
The street lamp in front of the house 
was out and our porch was in darkness. 

“T'm glad I didn’t go to that dance, 
after all,” Walter said. 

“Sure, there'll be others.” I agreed. 

“IT mean—it’s more fun being with 
you,” he said with an odd catch in his 
voice. 

I could hear his heavy breathing as he 
leaned toward me in the darkness and I 
smiled to myself. After tonight, he 
wouldn’t even know Gert was _ alive! 
Walter’s arm stole around my shoulders 
and a funny feeling started up from my 
toes. Walter was two or three years older 
than I and this was different from being 
with boys my own age. 

His first kiss missed and landed on 
my ear. Then he found my lips. It was 
the first time I’d ever been kissed that 
way and I seemed to come apart at the 
joints. At last I pulled away and ran to 
the door, my heart racing and my knees 
wobbly. I didn’t know what was hap- 
pening to me, but it was something that 
was thrilling and at the same time, 
strangely frightening. 


I was soon to discover that I got the 
same bitter-sweet sensation being with 


other fellows, too. And what was more 
disturbing than the powerful desires that 
were stirred up in me each time, was the 
fact that my interest died out so soon 
after meeting and winning a new fellow, 
After Walter, there was a succession of 
fellows, each one a little more exciting 
than the previous one. 

I soon learned to conceal my own emo- 
tions and appear cool and unmoved, even 
though the fellow I happened to be with 
at the moment was doing his utmost to 
arouse some reaction. Eventually, they 
gave up trying and I would drift to an. 
other. 

I guess part of the reason was that 
because they fell so easily, I felt a cer- 
tain contempt for them. Things had 
come to me so easily all my life that | 
never learned the true value of anything. 

Then I met Dave, and the minute | 
found out I couldn’t have him, I knew 
that I’d move heaven and earth to get him. 
It was Junior’s return from the Army 
that started it all. The excitement around 
the house mounted with every passing 
day and the morning of his arrival every- 
thing was in an uproar. Mother and 
Helen had fixed up the small back room 
that had been vacant since Junior had 
been away, and we were ready for the 
big homecoming. 

But we were in no way prepared for 
what actually happened. Standing beside 
my brother when I opened the door that 
evening was a pretty red-headed girl with 
skin the color of polished bronze. Even 
before he spoke, I sensed what had hap- 
pened. 

“Meet the wife, folks!” Junior grinned, 
setting down his bags. “This is Vicki. 
We got married yesterday.” 

“Oh, Junie, this is wonderful. Just 
super!” I cried happily. 

Eddie slapped him on the back and 
said: “So you went and took the plunge, 
eh? Welcome home, Vicki!” 

It took Mother a little time to recover 
from the shock and, from the rather stiff 
way she greeted her new daughter-in-law, 
I could tell she didn’t entirely approve. 
From the first, it was apparent that Vicki 
had a mind of her own and was not as 
easy-going as Helen was. 

It was quite a blow to my vanity when 
Vicki took to Helen rather than to me, 
but the two married women seemed to 
have a secret bond between them and I 
resented it. Vicki, I learned, was an only 
child and accustomed to having her own 
way, so the two of us were destined to 
clash as Helen and I never had. 

Junior had decided to go back to 
school and that changed all the plans 
that had been made for the store. Eddie 
was reluctant to hire a new clerk, so over 
mother’s objections, I took my first job. 
That was how I met Dave and fell head 
over heels at first sight. 

One moment I was standing at the 
counter, idly gazing out the window, and 
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the next instant my heart was doing flip- 
flops as I gazed deep into a pair of dark 
brown eyes. Right then, they appeared 
slightly harassed, and the tall young 
man who owned them seemed to take new 
hope as he saw me. 

“Maybe you can help me, Miss,” he 
ventured uncertainly. 

“What seems to be the trouble?” I 
asked. 

“Well, I've got a steak here,” he ex- 
plained, “but I’m not sure just how to 
cook it.” 

My heart sank; I didn’t know either, 
so I stalled. “It depends on whether 
you like your steak rare or well-done,” I 
said with an authority I didn’t feel. 

“For me, a steak has to be medium- 
rare, he said, a dreamy look on his 
rugged, square-cut face. 

“Why not take one of our frozen 
steaks?” I suggested, hoping to avoid a 
deeper discussion that might reveal my 
total ignorance of the elements of cook- 
ing. “The directions are printed on the 
package,” I added helpfully. 

“Oh, no!” he laughed. “This is the 
first of the month and I’m going to have a 
real steak dinner if I have to cook it 
over my cigarette lighter!” 

I moistened my lips and gazed up at 
him wide-eyed. “And what has the first 
of the month got to do with steaks?” I 
asked. 

He set his bundles down on the counter 
and leaned over with a confidential air. 
“It means that for one day I’m a rich 
man—well, rich enough to eat something 
besides the stuff they throw at you in a 
hamburger joint.” His voice dropped to 
a mock whisper. “It’s the day I get my 
allowance from home.” he confided. 

“Then you should have yourself a real 
dinner,” I laughed. “You haven’t got 
half enough there—no salad, no onions—” 

‘Tll have to skip the trimmings,” he 
told me, digging for his wallet. “My 
budget won’t stretch that far.” 

“Oh, come on! Live dangerously,” I 
urged. 

He laughed. “Okay. It'll mean walking 
to school for a month, but you talked me 
into it.” 

He ordered a fefv other things and 
handed me a twenty dollar bill to pay for 
his purchases. Our eyes met in a linger- 
ing gaze as I handed him his change and 
for a moment I hoped he would say some- 
thing that would speak the thoughts that 
seemed to lurk in their murky depths. He 
thanked me and left. But I knew he’d 
be back—I had purposely held out two 
dollars from the change I'd given him. 

Dave returned the next day, and un- 
blushingly I pretended to be surprised 
at my “mistake.” He stayed quite a while 
chatting with me and I learned that he 
was a medical student. His folks lived 
in Atlanta and helped support him while 
he was in school. Being a doctor was his 
one great ambition, he told me. Although 
I kept mine a secret, I was working on it 
every minute he was there. 
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“By the way,” I said finally, “how did 
the steak turn out?” 

He groaned. “My landlady is a nice 
person and all that, but she sure messed 
up that beautiful steak,” he complained. 
“T could have done better than that my- 
self.” 

That was my opening and I lost no 
time in picking up my cue. I hinted 
that I was a wonderful cook and would 
be happy to let him sample my cooking. 
We made a date for the following week 
and he promised to come for dinner. 

It was a huge success. Mother cooked 
it, of course, but I did the serving and let 
Dave draw his own conclusions. Helen 
nearly burst into laughter when she saw 
me walking into the dining room with the 
food, wearing a dainty apron, as if I’d 
been doing it every day of my life. I saw 
her whisper something to Vicki and they 
exchanged knowing glances. 

But Dave was impressed. The others 
left us at the table while he finished a 
second helping of apple pie. “This is the 
first decent meal I’ve had since I’ve been 
up here, Zora,” he said between bites. 

“Then we should do it again soon,” I 
suggested, slipping off my apron so he 
could see the new dress I was wearing. 

“T really would like to,” he said solemn- 
ly, “and not just because of this terrific 
meal you fixed. Your folks remind me 
so much of home—you know, the family 
spirit, each one trying to make the others 
happy.” 

[ couldn’t tell him how Vicki and I 
practically snubbed each other most of 
the time, nor how Helen and Eddie con- 
tinually fought over things he did for me. 
Nor did I confess that I had deliberately 
led him to believe that I had prepared 
the dinner. Plenty of time later for mak- 
ing a clean breast of it, I decided. The 
main thing was to keep things moving 
after such a promising start. 


\Y E HAD OUR first date a few nights 

later, the same night that Vicki 
wanted to use the car. Eddie had a small 
sedan that was used at the store for pick- 
ups and deliveries, and usually the fami- 
ly took turns using it. I had completely 
forgotten that Vicki had reserved the car 
when I asked Eddie for the keys. She 
happened to overhear me and tore into 
Eddie. 

“T thought Fred was making a fool of 
himself because of Zora, but you’re even 
worse!” she raved. “You both give her 
everything she wants, and believe me, 
she wants everything!” 

“But she’s just a kid,” protested Eddie, 
trying to pacify her. “Little Bit is—” 

“I’m sick and tired of hearing ‘Little 
Bit’ all the time! When are you two go- 
ing to start looking out for your wives?” 
Vicki went on. 

They were still at it as I slipped down 
the stairs, grabbed Dave’s arm and hurried 
out to the car. He was a little disturbed 
at first, but I managed to divert his at- 
tention to pleasanter things. After the 


eQ 


JO 


show, Dave found a nice secluded spot 
and parked. 

“T guess this isn’t much of a date for a 
girl like you,” he ventured. “You're used 
to parties and formal dances—things I 
can’t afford.” 

“I’m having a wonderful time!” I in- 
sisted, moving closer to him. “Would I 
be here if I weren't?” 

Dave’s hands gripped the steering wheel 
as if to steady himself for what he wanted 
to say. “Zora—there’s something I’ve 
wanted to tell you ever since that day in 
the store—” 

Breathlessly, I waited for him to con- 
tinue. He turned suddenly and his eyes 
caressed my face adoringly. “You're so 
beautiful—so wonderful!” he breathed. 
“Tf only things were different—” 

“How different, darling?” The term 
of endearment came easily to my lips. 

“T can’t let myself get serious about 
any girl. You see, med school takes a lot 
of time and money and—well, I couldn’t 
ask a girl to wait for me. It wouldn’t be 
fair to her.” 

“But suppose you didn’t go into medi- 
cine?” I asked in a small voice. 

“Not go in? I’m already in,” he de- 
clared grimly, “and I’ve got to finish. My 
folks are counting on it.” 

“T see. And—and what about the 
things a girl counts on?” I asked, letting 
a note of despair creep into my voice. 
“Things like a home—someone to love.” 
I Jet my lids flutter half shut and leaned 
toward him, my lips parted invitingly. 
“Those are the things I’m counting on. 
Dave,” I whispered. 

With an agonized groan, as if he had 
just fought an inner struggle, Dave 
reached out and gathered me in his arms. 
And then it was my turn to be surprised. 
Up to then, I had always been cool and 
self-possessed with the fellows I'd gone 
around with, even when they were at 
their most romantic pitch. 

But now, as I felt Dave’s kiss searing 
my lips, a new and wonderful thing hap- 
pened. It was like the sudden dip in a 
roller coaster ride, or the rapid descent 
of an express elevator. The sensation rose 
up in the pit of my stomach and slowed 
out into my limbs, leaving me weak and 
trembling. 

And I was returning his kisses with a 
passion that shocked me. Dave, too, was 
strangely shaken when we finally broke 
apart. Without a word, he started up the 
car and drove me home. 

Dave and I shared several such thrill- 
ing love scenes as the weeks passed. There 
is no describing my passionate determina- 
tion to have and to hold his love, and I 
admit I would have gone to any lengths 
to make sure of him. I was his for the 
asking; but Dave wasn’t that kind. 

One night, he announced that he was 
going back to Atlanta, 

“It’s no use, darling,” he said unhap- 
pily. “We can’t get married, and I realize 
now that I'll never be able to concentrate 


on my studies while I’m around you— 
seeing you, holding you in my arms.” 
“You can’t do that to me, Dave,” I told 


him tearfully. “I love you and I know 
you love me.” 

“But you don’t understand, honey, 
You’re just a kid. I’ve got to go now— 
before something happens.” 

“T want you to love me!” I cried, sob- 
bing in earnest now. “I’m not used to 
begging, but P’'ll do anything—anything!” 

Dave pushed me away, gently but firm. 
ly. It was still early but he drove me back 
home. He took me in his arms for one 
last spine-tingling kiss, then he hurried 
away without even a backward glance. | 
rushed into the house and fell across my 
bed, too hurt and angry to feel anything. 
Then I burst into bitter, heartbroken 
weeping. 

I was still crying when Eddie came in, 
“What’s the matter, baby?” he asked. 

“Oh, Eddie, he’s leaving me,” I sobbed. 
“Dave’s going back home!” 

I could tell the thoughts that flashed 
through my brother’s mind as the expres. 
sion on his face changed from bewilder- 
ment to fury. I knew my lipstick was 
smeared, my dress wrinkled and my hair 
in disorder. I knew what he was think. 
ing. 

“Come on, out with it, Little Bit!” he 
said sternly, “what have you and Dave 
been up to?” 

He put his arms around me comfort- 
ingly and my sobs grew more anguished. 
“You can tell me, honey,” he coaxed. “Is 
there any reason why he shouldn’t go 
back home?” 

At that moment, Dave’s words came 
back to me—“before something happens” 
he’d said. If something had happened, 
Dave would be honor-bound to stay with 
me. Suppose—but I couldn’t bring my- 
self to make the accusation that would 
have confirmed Eddie’s suspicions. Yet, 
just as surely, my silence told him that 
what he was thinking was true. 

He reached down and patted my shoul- 
der. “Turn off the light and go to bed, 
Little Bit. Don’t say anything to Mother. 
Junior and I will handle Mr. Dave 
Young!” 

The next day was Sunday and I slept 
late. I woke up to see Eddie standing 
over me, his eyes hard and unsmiling. 
“Hey, Little Bit,” he said, gently shaking 
me. “Throw on something and come down- 
stairs. You're a bride-to-be.” 

I sat up. “Dave! He’s down there? 
Then he didn’t leave, after all!” I cried 
happily. 

“We had a little man-to-man talk with 
him last night,” my brother explained, 
“and you kids are getting married—the 
sooner the better!” 

Afterwards, I consoled myself with the 
thought that Dave must have loved me 
then. His protests when Eddie brought 
us face to face were not too strong. But 
I confess that between crying with happi- 
ness and covering his face with kisses, I 
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didn’t give him much chance to explain 
things to my brothers. 

So we got married, and although Dave 
wasn’t keen on it, we moved into the 
apartment over the store that my brothers 
had remodeled and furnished. Dave left 
school and got a job in the real estate 
ofice of a friend of his father’s. 

But he didn’t make enough money to 
buy me all the things I was used to hav- 
ing, so whenever I wanted a new dress 
or help in paying an overdue bill, Id 
mention it to Eddie or Junior and they’d 
slip me the money. 

I didn’t let my sisters-in-law know about 
it because I knew they’d resent it; and 
Dave’s pride would have been deeply 
wounded if he knew about the secret help 
my brothers were giving us. 


SHOULD have known that it wouldn’t 

last forever; the bombshell exploded 
one night at a family dinner. I arrived 
wearing a new dress that Eddie had paid 
for and it turned out that he had just re- 
fused to buy Helen one, protesting that it 
cost too much. Dave. of course, was 
furious, but I think I could have handled 
the situation if Vicki hadn’t jumped in. 

“Look at her,” she sneered, pointing 
an accusing finger at me, “sitting there 
looking as if butter wouldn’t melt in her 
mouth. But rotten, I tell you! 
Shell do anything to get her own way!” 

The way she laced into me_ brought 
Dave to my defense. “Just a minute, 
Vicki,” he cut in, “you’re going a little 
too far!” 


she’s 


“That’s a laugh!” Vicki’s voice rose 
shrilly. “She really played you for a 


sucker, tricking you into marrying her 
and getting her two big brothers to help 
her little plot. Look at her—married six 
months and no sign of the baby she was 
supposed to be having!” 

I saw Dave’s jaw drop open 
brothers exchanged puzzled glances. Slow- 
ly, Dave stood up and came over to 
where I sat, trying to make myself as 
small as possible in the big armchair. He 


and my 


stood over me, so much hatred blazing in 
his eyes that for a moment I was afraid 
he would strike me. 

“Of all the low, scheming—! Little 
Bit’s got to have her way and to hell with 
everybody else,” he grated through gritted 
teeth. “Well, baby, maybe you had me 
for a while, but take a good look at your 
prize sap—it’ll be your last!” 

He turned on his heel and started out. 
I ran after him, clutching him around the 
neck. “Please listen to me, darling!” I 
“T only did it because I love you 


begged. 
leave me now—what'll 


so! Please don’t 
I do without you?” 

But he brushed my hands from him 
without looking around and I crumpled 
I heard the out- 


in a heap on the floor. 
that was the 


side door slam _ shut, 
end of everything. 

I know now how shabbily I treated any- 
one who came close to me—Dad, Mother, 
my whole family. Even people I don’t 
remember, now. And I know that 
love is a two-way street; you have to give 
as much or than take. You 
can’t demand love as you would a bright 
dress—it has to be 


and 


now 


more you 


new toy or a new 
freely given. 

As I say, I know all these things now. 
Fortunately, I’ve been able to make up 
for some of my Mother and 
Dad were gone and I could only pray that 
they were looking down and forgiving me. 
But my _ brothers their have 
become the center of my existence; I no 
longer think of myself first. 

Dave? Well. he back to 
school and I hear that in the Spring he 
will be Doctor David Young. I haven't 
seen him since that day when he walked 
out of my life, but make 
myself content by trying to atone for my 


mistakes. 


and wives 


went med 


I've tried to 

sin of selfishness. 
When the time 

around for me. 


comes, Dave will be 
This is the hope that 
keeps me going. Some day he will come 
knocking on my door; you see, we’re still 


THE END 


man and wife. 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 14) 


other guy a real boost. Maybe the joke he 
just told isn’t as fresh as the morning dew, 
but it will make him feel great if you let 
him think you haven’t already heard it reg- 
ularly for the past six years or so. 

If, after all this, you still feel that you’re 
socially unsure of yourself, it will help to 
have a crutch or two along to support you. 
Don’t carry it under your armpit, though. 
Carry it in your cranium. A nice, sturdy 
crutch is the “That reminds me . . .”’ ex- 
pression, provided you have an interesting 
anecdote or a sharp little (clean) joke to 
link it to. And don’t forget your punch 
line, lest you really flounder! 

Another crutch is a good knowledge of 
what’s going on in the world. Read some- 
thing more solid than a comic book now 
and then, give more than a fleeting glance 


at the front pages of your newspaper, scan 
the sports section to see how the high 
school and college teams are faring these 
days, and listen with a keen ear to the 
newest records on the market. Then you 
will have something to impart to almost 
any person who is interested in any one of 
these areas of life or entertainment. At 
least it won’t be Greek to you. 

Finally, little ones, check up on your 
personal appearance. Be sure you're clean 
and neat even if the duds aren’t new, and 
then forget it. Don’t worry if Anna’s 
sweater is newer or Corky’s suit is more 
expensive than yours. Make the most of 
what you have, and turn on all the kilo- 
watts of your personality. 

You'll shine so brightly, and be such a 
warm, happy person, that nobody except a 
horrible snob (whom you wouldn’t want to 
know anyway) will care whether your 
clothes are vintage 1953 or 1950. 
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My 
Flesh 
Is Weak 


(Continued from Page 34) 


homing pigeon. His embrace crushed the 
breath from me and his kiss was intense, 
demanding. My lips answered with a 
hungry eagerness. 

I pressed closer to him; his hands ca- 
ressed me, intimately. Some faint voice 
cried out a warning, but it could not come 
through clearly. Every nerve in my body 
was straining toward him, taut with burn- 
ing desire; all I could hear was Romeo’s 
low, urgent voice in my ear. 

The sudden glare of headlights and the 
honking of a horn crashed into my con- 
sciousness. We pulled away from each 
other, dazed. A feeling of terror and shame 
at what my body had almost betrayed me 
into flooded over me. Before Romeo had 
recovered from the surprise of the intru- 
sion, I had leaped from the car and was 
running down the street. 

I ran wildly, stumbling and crying for 
several blocks before I calmed down 
enough to find out where I was. I was run- 
ning away from Romeo, away from my 
childhood innocence, but most of all I was 
running away from myself. 

So this was what it was like! The won- 
derful thrills you read about, the Holly- 
wood glamour stuff. This was the way it 
ended—with your weak, willing body tak- 
ing over and betraying you into shame and 
folly. 

There were too many vivid examples of 
that right in my own neighborhood, girls 
who suddenly became topics of the gossip 
that went around. I’d always felt sorry for 
them, and I knew I didn’t want to be in 
their shoes. If this was love and romance, 
they could keep it! 

Exhausted from my aimless wandering, 
[ finally got home and crawled into bed be- 
side my sister. I didn’t dare cry because 
she’d wake up and want to know what was 
the matter. I lay there all night staring 
into the darkness, thinking and planning. 
By morning, I was calm and determined. 
I'd grown up overnight and I had my life 
all planned out. 

When Romeo tried to see me again, he 
ran into the coldest shoulder in town. After 
that, the dates were few and far between 
and when they came, they weren’t fun any- 
more. I was too stiff and on guard to enjoy 
myself and I guess the fellows didn’t find 
me much fun, either. Gradually, I dropped 
ut of things and buried myself in my 
studies. 

[ was never the ambitious type, pining 
for a career, but since I had made up my 
mind never to be dependent on any man, 
it made sense to prepare myself for some- 
thing more than the drudgery my mother 
was doomed to. And so, after graduation, 
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I decided to take a commercial course; it 
was quicker and cheaper than college, 
which was out of the question. 

Of course, it wouldn’t have been fair to 
Mom and the others to stay at home and 
not help out. I went out on my own, the 
first time I’d ever been away from home. 

I picked a medium-sized city nearby, 
large enough to offer good schools and a 
chance to get ahead, yet not so big I’d get 
swallowed up in the rush of things. And 
while most girls my age were wrapped up 
with boys and dates, I was busy—studying 
hard, working hard and planning for the 
future. 

Not that I wasn’t aware of the fellows, 
but at the same time I was sharply con- 
scious of the fact that my body, so small 
and cuddly in appearance, actually was an 
unruly demon lying in wait to trap me into 
destroying all my hopes and plans. 

Therefore, I kept myself under tight con- 
trol. I picked my few escorts with care, 
making sure they were not the “wolf” type. 
but steady, hard-working fellows, and the 
less masculine appeal, the better. Even 
then I put them down strong at the least 
sign that things were getting serious. 

Take Joe Sampson, for instance, who 
drove a taxicab around town. I met him 
at one of the town dances which provided 
most of the social life for the younger set. 
Joe impressed me greatly. He was tall, 
dark and graceful, the athletic type which 
you sometimes run across at the beaches. 

Joe was an excellent dancer, and as we 
whirled around the floor to the smooth 
rhythm of Phil Addison’s Society Sere- 
naders, I must admit that I was thrilled. 

“Poppy.” he said, as he smiled down 
at me from those deep brown eyes, “I like 
you a lot. You seem so different from the 
other girls around town. Something tells 
me that we could really make it together. 
How about giving a guy a break?” 

“Joe,” I responded slowly, “I’ve been 
around a while and have seen a lot of men, 
and most of them hand out the same line. 
Maybe you're different, but I’m not willing 
to find out. As things stand now, you 
seem to be a nice guy and I adore dancing 
with you. But let’s not get serious and 
take the chance that two people may be 
hurt. Let’s keep things as they are, hunh?” 

Once in a while I’d see Joe on the street 
and I often wondered whether I'd really 
cut off my nose to spite my face. The 
truth of the matter is that I was afraid— 
not of men, but afraid of myself. 


S TIME PASSED, it didn’t hurt so 
much to have to drive away someone 
I liked. I no longer became panicky when 
my emotions threw a tantrum. I learned to 
appear outwardly calm; so much so that I 
developed a self-assurance that made me 
seem older than my 19 years. As a result, 
I landed an unusually good position for a 
girl of my age, experience and color. 

Life was pleasant, if purposely dull and 
uneventful, except for those nights when I 
had to cancel any dates and stay home to 
wrestle with the devil of desire that now 


and then tried to escape its prison inside 
me. 

Then Jack breezed into my life. I knew 
the moment he looked into my eyes, not 
even taking my hand as we were intro- 
duced, and said, “I’ve been looking for 
you.” that he was dynamite for me. I think 
he must have known it too. 

Five simple words—yet they changed my 
whole life and swept me into a whole new 
world of passion, ecstasy and pain. Com- 
ing from an ordinary person, the words 
would have been a corny line; Jack was no 
ordinary person. There was a smouldering 
flame inside him, lurking in the depths of 
his smoky eyes and quivering in his deep 
voice. 

It was a house party given by one of the 
girls at the office. I had intended to make 
a brief appearance, then leave early and go 
home. The hostess made the introductions 
around the room, then brought Jack over to 
where I was standing. 

For one fleeting instant, it seemed that 
the current between us was so strong that 
even the others in the room must feel it and 
everything else faded from sight and mind. 
For the next few moments, nothing existed 
for me except this stranger who had 
walked into my life. 

We didn’t talk much, but when he was 
ready to leave with the girl he had brought, 
Jack walked over and touched my hand. It 
said plainer than words that he’d be back 
for me. I had the crazy feeling that if he 
reached out and took me in his arms right 
then and there, I'd be a willing, ever eager, 
accomplice. 

The door closed behind them and some- 
one leaned over me, touching the spot that 
still tingled from the contact of Jack’s fin- 
gers. I came back to reality with a start 
and suddenly realizing what had happened, 
I was terrified. I got up, and mumbling an 
apology to my friend, I grabbed my coat 
and fled. 

Safely behind the locked door of my 
room, I flung myself across the bed and 
lay there shivering uncontrollably. I 
couldn’t remember whether I’d given him 
my address; somehow I knew it wouldn't 
matter. He’d find me. I don’t know how 
long I lay there before the shrill ring of the 
phone interrupted my thoughts. I didn’t 
dare answer it, I told myself—but I did. 

That was the end of my hermit-like ex- 
istence. I fought against the throbbing de- 
sire that Jack had awakened in me, but it 
was useless. When I next saw him, I had 
my outer shell on, but inside I was just 
the same. After three weeks of sleepless 
nights, I gave up. 

We made a quick trip to the county seat 
one night and I was Jack’s wife—for better 
or for worse, Even as I stood there repeat- 
ing the words after the sleepy justice of 
the peace, I knew it was for worse—the 
flame was too intense; someone was bound 
to get burned. 

It did not matter that we had no money 
left for any kind of honeymoon. We rushed 
back to my little room and the instant the 
door closed behind us, Jack crushed me in 








his < 
pass 
the 1 
stort 
spen 
what 
wooc 
W 
I in: 
plan 
may! 
knov 
had 
did 
freel 
mont 
than 
Be 
and 
hasty 
high] 
and ¢ 
Bu 
one 1 
now « 
going 
every 
ened. 
Iv 
I'd n 
and 
A thr 
in re 
his ve 
up a 
didn’ 
In 
I got 
mane 
it did 
so de 
just 1 
Jac 
good 
Unfo1 
keep 
life. 
When 
ment 
his a 
place 
you a 
| 
or sci 
his je 
day, | 
and w 
can b 
baby. 
The 
sessio 
while. 
up to 
loved. 
to hit 
was n 
Any 
away 
Jack « 
“Hi: 
tie cor 
“Bu 
you h 








iside 


cnew 
, not 
ntro- 

for 
hink 


1 my 
new 
‘om- 
ords 
s no 
ring 
s of 
leep 


the 
lake 
1 go 
ions 
‘r to 


that 
that 
and 
ind. 
sted 
had 


was 
rht, 
|. It 
ack 
he 
ght 
rer, 


me- 
hat 
fin- 
art 
ed, 

an 
oat 


my 
ind 

I 
im 
n’t 
OW 
the 


. 


nt 


PX- 


Je- 





he 





There was no gentleness in that 


his arms. 
passionate embrace. Our emotion was like 
the raging waves, sweeping us out onto the 
stormy ocean and then casting us ashore, 
spent and lifeless as driftwood. And that’s 
what our marriage soon became—drift- 


wood. 

We quarreled that very first day because 
I insisted on going to work. I’d always 
planned to work for a while after marriage, 
maybe until the children came. I didn’t 
know how much Jack made; we'd never 
had time for that kind of serious talk. I 
did know that he threw money around 
freely and I was pretty sure that another 
month on my job would be more of a help 
than a hindrance. 

Besides, I owed them a month’s notice 
and I was a little ashamed to admit my 
hasty marriage on my job where I was 
highly respected for my sound judgment 
and common sense. 

But Jack wouldn’t hear of it. “I’m the 
one who’s going to take care of you from 
now on,” he insisted, “and if you think I’m 
going to have you rushing off to an office 
every morning, forget it!” His voice soft- 
ened. “Come here, baby.” 

I was already dressed to leave for work. 
I'd never been late or absent from my job 
and I hesitated, but only for a moment. 
A thrill of desire rippled through my body 
in response to the demanding passion in 
his voice. I went to him. His arms reached 
up and pulled me down beside him. I 
didn’t go to work that day. 

In the end, I gave in about the job, too. 
I got another girl to take over until a per- 
manent replacement could be found. And 
it didn’t take long to realize why Jack was 
so dead set against my working. There 
just wasn’t time for it in our lives. 

Jack was a good salesman, and he made 
good money when he felt like working. 
Unfortunately, that wasn’t often enough to 
keep us out of debt, in spite of our simple 
life. We still lived in a furnished room. 
When I’d mention moving into an apart- 
ment of our own, Jack would pull me into 
his arms and say: “As soon as we get a 
place, folks will start to drop in. I want 
you all to myself for a while.” 

If I spoke about needing more money. 
or scolded him for the way he neglected 
his job, coming home at any hour of the 
day, Jack would kiss me behind the ear 
and whisper: “Who wants to work when he 
can be holding you like this? Have a heart, 
baby. I’m only human.” 

The question was always settled in a 
session of passionate lovemaking. After a 
while, I stopped protesting and gave myself 
up to the sheer ecstasy of loving and being 
loved. Then things picked up, Jack seemed 
to hit a lucky streak and, for once, there 
was money on hand that wasn’t owed out. 
Any plans I had for putting something 
away for the future were shattered the day 
Jack drove home in a brand new car. 

“Have to have it for work,” was his cryp- 
tic comment. 

“But Jack, darling!” I wailed, 
you have bought something cheaper, just 


“couldn’t 


to run around in? We’ll be in debt for 
years, and—well, I think we're going to 
have a baby.” 

His violent reaction shocked me. “No! 
It can’t be true,” he raved. “I won’t have 
any squalling brats taking up your time 
and messing up my life.” 

That was one quarrel that wasn’t patched 
up with kisses. Of course, Jack apologized 
later for yelling at me the way he did, but 
I didn’t kid myself that he had suddenly 
changed his mind. The next few months 
were just plain misery. At first, Jack al- 
ternated between frantic lovemaking and 
childish sulking. When my body began 
to grow large and heavy, he left me strictly 
alone. 

Whatever faint hope I still had of build- 
ing a stable marriage, died slowly and pain- 
fully. But I still needed him, even though 
it was I who carried the burden of the 
problems that stared us in the face. 

Jack did take me for a few outings in 
the shiny new car, but he drove so fast and 
recklessly, I invented excuses not to go. 
He stayed away from home as much as pos- 


sible, making long trips out of town. He’d 
brag about the high speeds he hit. I tried 


to reason with him but it was no good. I 
was worried sick. 

I spent most of my time sitting at the 
window, my body heavy and sluggish, wait- 
ing for the screech of tires rounding the 
corner and his footsteps pounding up the 
stairs. That’s the way I was the night the 
landlady called me to the phone. Calls for 
us were rare and my heart pounded with 
fear as I grabbed my robe and started down 
the stairs. 

I never got to the phone. When I woke 
up in the hospital, my baby was gone, my 
husband too. The call had been from the 
hospital where Jack lay bleeding and dy- 
ing, calling for me. For him, I felt only a 
terrible pity. 

It must have been horrible for him, dy- 
ing alone, suffering and afraid. For my 
baby, whom I’d lost when I tripped in my 
haste and plunged down a flight of stairs, 
I felt an aching pain, an empty void that 
would never be filled. 

By the time I left the hospital weeks 
later to take up the broken strands of my 
life. the pain had turned to a hard lump of 
grief. I don’t know how or why, but some- 
how I went on living. Or at least, I went 
through the motions. I didn’t dare let my- 
self feel anything. 


T WAS VERNA, my fun-loving, slightly 
giddy cousin. who came to my rescue. 
Of all my friends and relatives, she alone 
seemed to sense what I’d been through. It 
was the end of the vacation and her cottage 
was not in use, she told me. She suggested 
that I go up there to recuperate. 

Although the regular patrons of the re- 
sort took me for one of them. because they 
all knew Verna and her social standing, I 
remained aloof. The fellows who tried to 
be friendly were rebuffed by the stone wall 
of reserve I built around myself. I slept 
and ate and lay in the sun. 
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Then Steve forced his way into my life. 
He’d seen me on the beach and every day 
after that stopped to speak as he passed 
the house. He would suggest a ride in his 
car, dinner at some friend’s cottage or a 
walk in the woods and I would say no each 
time. hoping he would eventually get tired 
of being turned down. But Steve was per- 
sistent in a calm, irritating way that re- 
minded me so much of Jack. 

One afternoon I had just come in from 
sunning myself on the lawn and was try- 
ing to decide whether to fix a meal or just 
a snack, when someone knocked on the 
door. I was wearing only shorts and a 
halter, but thinking it might be Myra or 
one of the other women I'd met. I went to 
the door as I was. Standing nonchalantly 
on the porch was Steve, both arms full of 
croceries. 

For a moment, the flames in his dark 
eyes kindled as his glance took in my brief 
costume, then he was casually announcing 
that he’d invited himself over for dinner. 
[ was only vaguely aware of his words that 
swept aside my feeble protests. 

My blood was pounding and I felt that 
old feeling return with a rush. Instinctive- 
ly. | backed away. By the time I recovered 
myself, Steve had already taken over the 
barbecue pit at the back of the cottage. 

The steaks were delicious. I'd always 
hated eating alone and Steve turned out to 
be a wonderful dinner companion in spite 
of my coolness. I was careful not to say 
anything he might take as an invitation to 
lrop in again, but on Saturday a basket of 
eroceries arrived with a note saying he’d 
oin me for dinner on Sunday. 

“The nerve of him!” I fumed. “If he 
thinks he’s going to move in on me, he’s 
crazy.” 

I fixed the dinner. Not only because 
when I calmed down I realized I’d be a 
fool to turn down a chance to save on ex- 
penses, but because the prospect of another 
long. lonely weekend was nothing to which 

» look forward. But I made up my mind 
about one thing; I'd make it plain to Steve 
that this was the last time. 

So I told him bluntly that he was wast- 
ng his time. I had no intention of becom- 

¢ involved in any serious friendships. “I 
hope you understand,” I concluded. “It’s 

it that I have anything against you per- 
sonally, Steve—just men in general.” 

He gave me a pitying smile and I felt a 
twinge of conscience. I didn’t want to hurt 
him. But his comment made me bite my 

in anger. 

“If you don’t want to be friends, that’s 
ip to you,” he said. “I think I can find 
other women here at the resort who don’t 

» around with a chip on their shoulder.” 

How typically male! If one woman 
lidn’t fall all over herself getting to him. 
there was always one who would. He was 

sure of his attractiveness that I wanted 
desperately to say something to disturb 


his smugness. 
[f I’ve got a chip on my shoulder, it’s 
i1use men like you put it there!” I flared 
ingrily. “Now please go before I forget 


6? 


I’m a lady and tell you what I really 
think!” 

One thing that puzzled me was what 
Steve did for a living. He never spoke 
about what kind of work he did. yet he 
apparently spent the entire summer at 
Vista Villa, hobnobbing with the guests 
with the biggest bankrolls and the flashiest 
cars. I recalled the time when Steve and I 
had a date for tennis one afternoon. When 
we got to the club house. Jerry. the man- 
ager, came up to us. 

“I’ve got a message for you Steve,” he 
said. 

“Well. keep it.” Steve told him. “just 
pretend you didn’t see me. Poppy and I 
have an important date with a tennis ball.” 

“Tt’s from Sara Randall.” Jerry insisted. 
“She sounded pretty urgent.” 

Steve looked at me and shrugged his 
shoulders and I said lightly. “Just can’t 
escape from them. can you?” 

“Who wants to?” he laughed. “Espe- 
cially when they’ve got money!” 

“She said for you to be over at her cot- 
tage at 2:30.” Jerry said. “and for you not 
to disappoint her.” 

“Gee. Poppy. I’m sorry,” Steve said, 
turning to me. “I guess this sort of louses 
up our afternoon.” 

“Please don’t feel badly on my account.” 
I said coldly. “After all. you can’t keep a 
lady waiting with that much loot to toss 
around.” 

“T was hoping you’d understand.” he said 
soberly. “You see. I go over there and—” 

“Please! You can spare me the details.” 
I declared. then grabbed up my tennis 
racquet and hurried away. 

Sara was a glamorous creature with a 
reputation around the resort as a playgirl 
and it was quite obvious to me that she had 
latched on to Steve. The way he had re- 
sponded so promptly to her summons con- 
vinced me that Steve had found a way to 
make his attractiveness pay off. 

What made the whole set-up even more 
revolting was the way he pretended to be 
so interested in me. Perhaps he thought I 
was one of the lonely females with money 
who came to Vista Villa prepared to pay to 
have their boredom relieved by the atten- 
tions of a charming companion such as 
Steve. Still, I continued to see him and all 
the time hating myself for being so weak. 

I tried to convince myself that he was 
even worse than most men and that I hated 
him. I guess I must have succeeded be- 
cause Myra had noticed the way I’d glared 
at Steve back there at the swimming pool. 
But now. facing a lonely weekend alone 
and remembering the good times we had 
shared, Myra’s shrewd observation re- 
turned to haunt me—“It’s pretty hard to 
tell the difference between hate and love.” 
she’d said. 

All I knew was that without even try- 
ing. Steve could make my heart act like a 
yo-yo and stir up the same crazy emotions 
that proved my undoing with Jack. Being 
the same kind of guy. Steve could catch me 
with my defenses down and take me on 
another emotional roller-coaster ride. 


The sun was balanced on the tips of the 
tall pines in the west and I shivered slight- 
ly in the shadows gathering on the lawn. 
With a sigh of hopelessness, I got up and 
went into the house. Listlessly, I bathed 
and slipped into one of Verna’s sheer black 
negligees I found in a closet, getting no 
pleasure from the silky feel of the material. 
as it draped around me in soft folds. 

Night came, and with it the cool breezes 
that left me chilled and shivering. | 
touched a match to the logs in the fireplace 
and sat on the floor, staring moodily into 
the flames. My thoughts drifted to Steve, 
the way he had moved into my life and 
taken it over with such casual familiarity. 
But the sparks that glowed in his eyes 
whenever he looked at me were anything 
but casual. 

The few times he tried to ease our 
friendship into something more intimate 
and romantic, I reacted with such violent 
fear and resentment that he didn’t follow 
through. But I knew he was just waiting. 
hiding his time and I hated him for that. 

Most of all, I hated him because | 
wanted him so and I knew he wasn’t right 
for me. He was too much like Jack. | 
knew what that kind of love led to. . . . 

Then I heard his step outside. Instine- 
tively I knew it was Steve, even before he 
rapped lightly and boldly walked in. 

“Don’t disturb yourself.” he said, “you 
look so comfortable there. I just dropped 
by to see how you were.” 

He towered over me, tall and handsome 
and my heart started its wild pounding. 
His easy. familiar tone struck sparks, but 
unwilling to give him the satisfaction of 
knowing how he affected me, I said very 
coolly: “How nice of you. I’m surprised 
you could find time from your busy social 
schedule.” 

“Still got that chip, eh?” 

“Two of them! One on each shoulder.” 

He laughed. as if I’'d just paid him a 
compliment. 

“At least I’m good for a few laughs,” | 
said bitterly. 

He grew serious. “The guy must have 
been a first-class heel to make you this 
way. Poppy.” he said gently. 

An acid retort leaped to my lips. but I 
pressed my lips together. Why talk about 
it? I deliberately turned away from him. 
staring into the fire and pretending to ig- 
nore him. But I could feel his eyes boring 
into me and in the silence the tension grew 
almost unbearable. 

I let my gaze wander to him. I could 
see the little throb in his throat and | 
wanted to reach out and touch it. The 
warm flush of passion bathed every fiber ot 
me and the blood in my veins was afire 
with the aching desire to be crushed in his 
arms. 


CI DDENLY, I couldn’t stand it a moment 
‘longer. I knew that one word from 
him and I would go flying into his arms. 
his for the taking. In wild panic, I jumped 
to my feet, accidentally disconnecting the 
wire to the single lamp that burned and 
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the room was plunged into semi-darkness. 

In the flickering glow of the fire, Steve 
loomed like a pillar of strength and I 
swayed toward him, weak with desire. The 
smile was gone; so was his usual self as- 
surance. In that off-guard moment, the 
naked desire in his dark eyes was like a 
scorching flame. 

He gave a muffled groan and his strong 
arms reached out for me. His lips smoth- 
ered mine in a kiss that was somehow 
tender and pleading despite its intensity. 
All the pent-up longing and confused emo- 
tions inside me seemed to explode, sweep- 
ing aside all caution. 

I was all tied in knots when he released 
me and I trembled with the anticipation 
that there was no turning back now. Steve 
noticed and said with a shaky laugh, “Ill 
get you a drink—I think we both need 
one!” 

Without waiting for my answer, he went 
into the kitchen to get glasses. “You're 
fresh out of something to drink, Poppy,” 
Steve called to me. 

“Never mind, then,” I said languidly, 
stretching out on the fuzzy rug in front of 
the fireplace. 

“Don’t give up so easily,” he chided, 
setting the glasses and ginger ale down 
on the floor. “Verna usually keeps plenty 
of stuff around.” He fished in his pocket 
and pulled out a bunch of keys. “She 
won't mind if we sample some of her pri- 
vate stock that she keeps in the garage,” 
he said confidently. 

“You—you’ve got a key to Verna’s place 
here?” I faltered. 

“Why, sure. She’s just like all the others 
up here, can’t get along without me.” 

I uttered a horrified gasp. This was too 
much! The end. I felt ashamed and de- 
graded that I had very nearly squandered 
my love on such a loathesome character. 
Right to my face he was boasting of his 
conquests of other women—including my 
own cousin. If he thought I would meek- 
ly submit to his type of love—with the 
price tag removed for my benefit—he was 
drunk with his own importance. 

I said all these things and more, voicing 
my contempt in blunt language that was 
intended to cut him to ribbons. He stared 
at me in amazement. 


“Ts that what you think of me?” he asked 
finally. 

“What else am I to think?” I retorted 
angrily, “Don’t tell me you’re going to ex- 
plain it away!” 

He gave me a queer smile and shook 
his head. “I wouldn’t waste my breath,” 
he said. Then he left. 

The next day, I took my last ten dollars 
and returned to the city. Having no place 
to stay, I went to Verna’s house and she 
suggested that I stay with her a few days. 

“You look a hundred per cent better, 
Poppy.” she remarked, “but you've still 
got circles under your eyes. You should 
have stayed up there a few more days.” 

I shuddered. “No thanks. I had a nice 
time but I want to be with real down-to- 
earth people now.” 

“Too bad,” my cousin said. 
ing up this weekend to close the cottage 
I was going to ask you to 


“I’m driv- 


for the season. 
come along—” 

“No, I—” 

“You won’t have to do any work,” she 
laughed. “Steve takes care of all that. 
I guess you met him up there—tall, good- 
looking fellow, sort of handyman for the 
cottagers.” 

“Steve?” 

She nodded. “Only he’s more than a 
handyman. He does gardening and looks 
after things during the winter—makes a 
pretty I gather. He 
stays up there the year ’round. We couldn’t 


good living from it, 


get along without him.” 

I broke into tears as understanding came 
to me and Verna gazed at me in bewilder- 
ment at my unrestrained sobbing. “You’d 
better come with me,” she said determined- 
ly. “I think you need a few more days up 
in the country to get yourself straight.” 

I thought tearfully. There were a lot of 
things I had to get straight, and if a few 
days weren’t enough. I’d stay until I had 
shown Steve that the chip on my shoulder 
was gone and that far from being a weak- 
ling, taking all and giving nothing, I knew 
now that he was the man with strength 
enough to lead me across that thin, invisi- 
ble line from hate to love. 


THE END 
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ure suits are so sensational, 

thousands of men order when 
they see the actual garments. 
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suit to wear and show—make 
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experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 


Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolens in all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 
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Do YOU want 
MONEY, LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that opportunity is 
passing you by? That if some- 
one showed you HOW, you 
could earn big money, be pop- 
ular and make people admire 
you? Wouldn't you like to suc- 
ceed in whatever you do? Boss 
those who now boss you? Deane 
Hammond, a college trained 
New York Public Relations ex- 
ecutive, has compiled a FOR- 
MULA FOR SUCCESS that helped him to open 
wide the door to SUCCESS, LOVE and HAPPI- 
NESS. Don’t sit on the sidelines while others ob- 
tain life’s greatest pleasures. Just send me your 
name and address for a 10-DAY TRIAL. When 
the postman delivers the booklet, FORMULA 
FOR SUCCESS with instructions, pay only $2 
plus postage. Follow his directions carefully and 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE that if you are 
not COMPLETELY SATISFIED within 10 days, 
I'll send your $2 right back. You are entitled to 
try to gain for yourself the HEALTH, WEALTH 
and HAPPINESS you have always wanted. Write 
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Your own natural beauty 
(And a June bride’s, too) 
is something OLD 
And something NEW! 


The “something old” is those qual- 
ities of beauty NATURAL TO YOU. 


Wolves 
I Have 


Known 


(Continued from Page 31) 


or a deep admiration | felt for him. I took 
all my problems to him, including the 
“grand passion” I had for him. He didn’t 
want to talk about it, said he didn’t want 
to hurt me. So I tried to act adult. 

I played it cool and pretended not to 
mind, hoping he would eventually see 
things my way. I know now that I went 
about it in the wrong way; a woman has 
to go after what she wants, fight for it. 
I was just a kid trying to act grownup. 

Realizing the hopelessness of the situa- 
tion, I broke with Bob and left the trio. 
I worked with the Sepianaires for a while. 
then struck out on my own. My first pro- 
fessional appearance as a single was at 
Ciro’s in L.A. From there I went to the 
Martinique on 57th Street in New York. 
Then came engagements in Florida, Cana- 
da, Bill Miller’s Riviera. Billy Gray’s Band- 
box in California and Ben Maksik’s in 





Wake them up! You won't find YOUR 
beauty by imitating OTHER women! 






















The “something new” is Madam 
Walker's latest hair and skin cosmetics 
—the ONLY ones designed to BRING 
OUT those qualities of NATURAL 
beauty asleep within nearly EVERY 
woman’s hair and skin! 
nd your NEWEST 
ssa COSMETICS 
bear the OLDEST 
(and most dependable! ) NAME! 


that’s why WISE women use ALL the 
WALKER Products — ALL the time! 


AT DRUG AND COSMETIC COUNTERS 
AND WALKER BEAUTY SHOPPES OR 
DIRECT FROM US: 


MADAM 

C. J. WALKER MFG. CO. 
Department T-653 

INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 





USE ALL THE WALKER PRODUCTS! 


VAPOIL © GLOSSINE * HAIR & SCALP 
PREPARATION * TEMPLE SALVE « 
DOUBLE-STRENGTH SCALP OINTMENT 
* SHAMPOO SOAP + BEAUTY SOAP e 
HOME WAVE KIT © BRILLIANTINE « 
SKIN BRIGHTENER * MEN’S POMADE 
* LIQUID SHAMPOO « LIPSTICK « 
SUPERFINE FACE POWDER * PERFUME 
* HAND LOTION * TALCUM « WITCH 
HAZEL JELLY * CLEANSING CREAM « 
NIGHT CREAM + COLD CREAM « 
VANISHING CREAM * DEODORANT 
* LIQUID HAIR COLORING «+ 


Brooklyn. 

It was right after that taste of success 
that the bottom dropped out and I went 
through that period of doubt and discour- 
agement. 

Bob taught me more than the things 
that helped me become a hit. He also 
taught me not to wear my heart on my 
sleeve where it can easily be bruised; that 
the way a woman holds herself determines 
a man’s attitude toward her; and he taught 
me the value of true friendship. 

Bob never let anything disturbing get 
close to me, and since then there have been 
others—friends, my manager and the won- 
derful people I’ve worked with who have 
formed a sort of protective circle around 
me. 

Some may wonder why it is that after 
watching me perform. men with “hit-and- 
run” romance on their minds never follow 
through when we meet face to face. A 
critic in Miami is quoted as saying: “Miss 
Bryant could completely capture an audi- 
ence even if she wore a monk’s frock.” 

If that’s true, it’s only because I portray 
each number I do as a scene from real life. 
set to music. You can’t sing convincingly 
about love if you’ve never been in love, and 
if you’ve ever carried a torch you can sell a 
song like One For My Baby. 

One would-be wolf, who later became 
my friend, gave his version of the reaction 
of most men. “After seeing you perform 
and then meeting you, a guy is a little con- 
fused. He doesn’t know what’s happening.” 
I think I know what he meant. On the stage 
I can be vicious, or seductive or downright 
savage; I live the song. A man can get all 
sorts of ideas when he hears me sing: 

Let the poets pipe of love 





In their childish way. 

Why, P've known every type of love 
Better far than they. 

Why, Pve been through the mill of love, 
Pve known every thrill of love . . . 

More than one man has gotten the idea 
that those ultra-sophisticated lyrics of Cole 
Porter’s express my philosophy because 
I'm so intense when I’m on stage. Off 
stage, ’m a totally different person. 

When I let off-color jokes roll off my 
back or deliberately fail to get the point 
of a highly personal remark, it stumps 
them, They think: “This is either a very 
cold, worldly-wise woman or an awfully 
naive kid.” 

If they think I’m blasé—heen every- 
where, seen everything—then they get 
frightened or discouraged. They decide 
it’s more fun being friends, and I agree. 

I have admirers and I’ve had dozens of 
proposals, from young boys to older men, 
both colored and white, and although I 
don’t intend to consider marriage seriously 
for a while, these sincere expressions of 
respect mean an awful lot to me. 

The thing to keep in mind about wolves 
is this: they can help you, but they can 
also hurt you. Maybe it will take a little 
longer to get where you’re going. but when 
you get there you'll be obligated to no one. 

The wolves have got many good-hearted, 
decent men imitating them. These nice 
guys jive the girls, give them a whole lot of 
chatter and it’s getting hard to differentiate 
between sincere love and infatuation. 

I was very. very young in love and next 
time it will be a mature thing. not the 
starry-eyed, idealistic adoration I had for 
Bob. Oddly enough, when I first saw him 
after our breakup, he had fallen in love 
with me! But it was too late then. He took 
one look at me and said, “At last you've 
grown up. You’re a woman now, not a 
child.” 

The last I heard, he was happily married 
and I hope to be as fortunate, because 
basically. I want the same things that any 
normal woman wants; a husband, children, 
a home, and some day I'll have them. 

Meanwhile, my main goal is to be an 
asset to my people. I want Negroes to be 
proud of me, and if I can crack the door 
of opportunity just a little bit, I'll be satis- 
fied. Most of all, I want to prove that dark 
women can make it and keep their self 
come hell or high water—or 


THE END 


respect, 
wolves. 
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Am I 
A Bigamist? 7 
(Continued from Page 19) 


that 
there was no hope for Milt, it was Jerry 
who helped me keep my sanity. 

After several months, during which he 
proved his sincere friendship, Jerry asked 


When they finally convinced me 


At first, I refused to 


me to marry him. 


listen; I wanted to keep the memories I 
had shared with Milt fresh and bright 


forever. I felt that I would never love 
again; I could never give myself to an- 
other man, remembering the bliss I'd 
known in Milt’s arms. 

Jerry wisely did not try to argue me 
down. He agreed that perhaps I’d never 
feel about him the way I did about Milt, 
but he insisted that it made no difference. 
“I love you, Jane,” he had said, “and I 
want to see you happy. I want to do 
things for you. Marry me, and I promise 
you'll never regret it.” 


So I had given in, realizing that I 
couldn’t face life alone, now that all 
hope 6f Milt’s return was lost. I’d with- 


drawn so far into a shell of anxiety and 
fear that I had lost touch with all my 
friends, except Jerry. In the three weeks 
with him I had already begun to notice 
a change in myself. He showered me with 
gifts and in hundreds of little ways showed 
how much he cared. 

It would have taken a heartless, un- 
feeling wretch not to respond to such 
kindness and affection, and since I had 
the utmost respect for Jerry, I soon found 
myself feeling emotions I’d thought were 
long since dead. And on our third an- 
niversary, after three years of more hap- 
piness than I’d had in a long time, I was 
enjoying myself as much as the guests 
we'd invited to celebrate with us. 

Jerry had bought me a new TV set and 
it occupied a special spot in one corner 
of the living room of the three-room apart- 
ment where I’d lived those brief weeks 
with Milt. Some of the people were danc- 
ing and Jerry and I were sitting on the 
sofa holding hands, quietly enjoying our- 
selves. Then, someone asked to see how 
the TV set operated and Jerry got up and 
began fiddling with the dials. 

The picture came in bright and clear, 
a news program with battle scenes of 
the Korea fighting. My throat constricted 
with fear and I started to ask Jerry to 
turn it off. But he had already told me 
that sooner or later I’d have to stop be- 
ing so sensitive to things that reminded 
me of Milt, so I just sat there fighting 
down the vague fears that flitted through 
my brain. 

] really wasn’t paying any attention to 
what the commentator was saying— 
something about prisoners of war unex- 
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pectedly turned loose by their captors and 
sent back to UN lines—but the picture 
that flashed on the screen burned deep 
into my brain. There, unshaven and 
bedraggled, standing in line with other 
GI’s was Milt! 

My screams threw everything into an 
uproar and I[ heard someone shout: “It’s 
Milt! Her first husband!” Mercifully, I 
blacked out then. When I came to, every- 
one had gone and I was lying on the 
sofa. Jerry was standing with his back 
to me, gazing out of the window. He 
heard me stirring, but did not look 
around. 

“Feeling better now?” he asked. 

“Yes, thanks.” I rubbed my eyes. 
“Sorry I spoiled the party.” 

“One of those things,” he said flatly, 
and his shoulders gave a convulsive shud- 
der. “Of course, this means the end of—” 
He paused, then said firmly, “I'll leave as 
soon as I can get my things together.” 

“Leave, Jerry?” I murmured vaguely, 
still lost in a mist of hope and fear and 
regret. 

“It’s the only thing to do, Jane. You'll 
be all right when he comes.” 

“But—but what shall I tell Milt?” 

He sighed heavily. “You know him 
better than I. You'll know what to say 
when the time comes. Meanwhile, I'll take 
care of getting the marriage annulled.” 

I cried then. Partly at the prospect of 
confessing to Milt what I had done, and 
partly because I knew how unhappy Jerry 
was going to be. It seemed that I'd 
wrecked the lives of the two men who 
loved me, and my own as well. 

Jerry came over to me and patted my 
shoulder. “Come on, pull yourself to- 
gether,” he said firmly. “Milt doesn’t 
even have to know about—about us. I'll 
move out everything of mine and—” 

I shook my head miserably. “No, I’ve 
got to tell him in front, Jerry. How 
could I ever keep a secret like this?” 

“Trust me, darling,” he told me. “Tl 
arrange it. It’s not so much him I’m 
thinking of, as you.” 

My intuition warned me that I should 
make a clean breast of it from the first, 
but Jerry’s persuasiveness won me over. 
It wouldn’t do to spoil Milt’s homecoming. 
Later, I’d tell him of course. 

The Army flew Milt back to me almost 
as fast as it had whisked him away. And 
after he arrived and the tearful reunion 
was over, we had a second honeymoon. I 
forced all thoughts of Jerry from my mind 
and concentrated on being Milt’s wife. 
Milt didn’t talk much about what he’d 
been through and it was still a mystery 
how and why he and the others had been 
returned unharmed. 

One day they were hopeless PW’s re- 
signed to sweating out the war in a prison 
camp, and the next day they’d been turned 
loose in no-man’s land and made their 
way back. 

I didn’t press him for details; he was 
safe and home with me now. But I had 
another worry on my mind. Our two 


weeks of happiness sped by and I knew 
that the time had come to tell Milt about 
Jerry. 

How does a woman explain to her hus- 
band that when she had thought him dead, 
she had married again? I didn’t know 
how to start. For two weeks I'd kept 
that locked in my heart and it wouldn’t 
be easy to suddenly reveal it. No mat- 
ter what I said, how gently I put it, Milt 
would be deeply hurt. He’d already told 
me how only the thoughts of me and the 
memories of home kept up his morale 
during his imprisonment. 

Reluctantly, I spoke. “Jerry—” 

“Yeah, baby?” He looked up from his 
newspaper and smiled. 

“There’s something I’ve got to tell you,” 
I said. “I hope you’ll—understand.” 

I got up and went into the bedroom. 
Although my eyes could scarcely focus 
and my hand trembled, I fumbled in the 
top dresser drawer and took out my 
handkerchief box. From the bottom of it 
I took out my marriage license to Jerry 
and the annulment papers he’d sent me. 
I went back to the living room and word- 
lessly handed them to Milt. 

I studied his lean, hard figure, let my 
eyes wander over his face, thinner and 
older than before, but still able to stir 
all sorts of emotions in me. Words choked 
in my throat; what could I say that 
wouldn’t cut deeper and be like rubbing 
salt in an open wound? Yet, I had to say 
something to break the deathly silence. 

“All I can say is—I didn’t know,” I 
faltered. “I’m—I’m sorry, Milt.” 

He shook his head as if trying to clear 
it. “I don’t get it, baby! This can’t 
be true. You’re my wife—” He stared 
at the legal documents in his hand. “And 
all the time I was away, you—and this 
guy—” 

Suddenly, I couldn’t bear it any longer. 
The pain in his voice, the hurt in his eyes 
—I ran to the door and rushed headlong 
out of the apartment. 

“Why did I do it?” I kept asking my- 
self as I walked unseeing along the 
streets. Yet, I knew why I'd done it; 
those lonely months with no one_ near 
but Jerry had robbed me of the courage 
to go on alone. If I had only waited three 
more weeks—only 21 days! In less than 
a month I’d ruined three lives. 

I thought about Jerry, remembered his 
kindness, and wondered what he was do- 
ing. But this time, his strength and wis- 
dom were not there to help me. I knew 
he had left town. Id never see him 
again. 

I WAS NEAR collapse when I finally 

made my way back to the apartment. 
I didn’t know what to do now, nor what 
to expect. But I had no place else to go, 
Perhaps I could slip in quietly and sleep 
on the sofa, then Milt wouldn’t hear me, 
Maybe—and my heart sank—maybe he 
wouldn’t even be there. But he was there, 
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sitting just as I’d left him. Uncertain- 
ly, I moved toward him. 

“Milt—?” 

He looked up and smiled wearily. At 
the sight of the infinite sadness in his 
eyes, I fell on my knees and buried my 
face in his lap. His hands touched my 
hair. “Darling,” I sobbed, “I never loved 
anyone except you—even after Jerry and 
[—it wasn’t the same. You've got to be- 
lieve me!” 

“T’ve been trying to figure this thing 
out,” he said in a low, tight voice. “I 
guess it was pretty rugged for you, being 
alone and needing love—only, I was lone- 
ly, too.” 

He raised my tear-stained face and his 
eyes were pleading. “You married this 
man, so there must have been something 


there. Maybe he still loves you. If you 
want a—a divorce—” He stumbled over 
the word. 


“No, Milt!” I cried. “Jerry knew that 
I loved only you. I didn’t lie to him about 
that. Oh, darling! What are we going 
to do?” 

He smiled tenderly. “Right now, you’re 
going to bed. It’s been a tough day for 
you. Tomorrow—well, we'll You 
see, Jane, when you’ve rubbed elbows 
with death every day the way I did, you 
learn to be grateful for every little thing. 
I'm grateful to you for thinking about 
me—even though you—” 

He pulled me to my feet. 
bed with you!” he said sternly. 
here and think awhile.” 

He bent down and kissed me lightly 
on the forehead. And all the time my 
arms were aching to hold him and soothe 
away the hurt I’d brought to him, He’d 
mentioned being grateful—I didn’t want 
his gratitude, just his love. 

Slowly, miserably, I went into the bed- 
room and closed the door. I slumped to 
the bed, weeping silently. I could hear 
him pacing the floor outside and I knew 
his suffering was silent and terrible. I 
could ease neither his pain nor mine. 

Could Milt ever forgive me? Could 
he understand that I’d turned to Jerry 
not for love, but for protection and kind- 
ness? Words are so cheap! Over and 
over again I could tell Milt that I loved 
him. It would be easy to say, but so hard 
to prove. How could I convince him that 
we belonged together, that I wasn’t stay- 
ing with him only because Jerry had van- 
ished? 

Morning came at last. I bathed and 
dressed carefully, trying to erase the evi- 
dence of a tormented, sleepless night. 
When I went into the kitchen, Milt was 
at the stove brewing a pot of coffee. He 
came toward me, his haggard face smil- 
ing. “I can’t leave you, baby.” he said, 
taking me into his arms. “We'll forget 
what we both went through while we were 
apart and start all over again. Besides 
—” He kissed me soundly. “I love you!” 

“Oh, Milt!” I clung to him, weeping 
for joy. “I'll make it up to you, honest 
I will!” 


see. 


“Now off to 
“Tl sit 


And that’s what I did in the days that 
followed. Milt and I were unbelievably 
happy as we recaptured all the old inti- 
macies and explored new words and ways 


to say “I love you.” The blow came a 
short time later, like a bolt from the 
blue. All the signs pointed to the fact 


that I was pregnant, but I didn’t want to 
tell Milt until I was sure. 

I hurried to the doctor one afternoon 
and he examined me. I'd thought that he 
would have to make a laboratory test, 
but at the end of the examination he led 
me back to his desk with a satisfied smile 
on his face. 


“Well, young lady,” he said to me, 
“there’s no doubt about it. Id say you 
were three months along.” 

“Three months?” I echoed. “Are you 
sure?” 


“At least three months.” 
“Tl call you about 


He nodded. 


I tried to smile. 


the next appointment,” I said mechan- 
ically, then hurried out. 
On the way home, I finally faced the 


reality of the situation. It must be Jerry’s 
baby. I couldn’t tell Milt. Coming so 
soon after the other blow, this new devel- 
opment would shatter the foundation of 
the marriage we were trying to rebuild. 
I just couldn’t face again the desperate 
fear of losing him. 

All sorts of schemes occurred to me as 
I cast about for some way out. Maybe 
I could let Milt think that it was pre- 
mature; that wasn’t unusual for a first 
child. 

That night when I heard his step, I 
met him at the door and pulled him into 
the living room. 

“Tell me, darling, what would you like 
to have more than anything in the 
world?” I asked him. 

He didn’t seem to notice the excitement 


in my voice. He grabbed for me. “You!” 
he laughed. 
“No, I’m serious,” I protested. “Sup- 


pose—well, what would you say if I told 
you we’re going to have a baby?” 

He stared at me, his mouth open, then a 
big smile spread over his face. “You're 
sure? When? Come on, don’t hold out 
on me!” he shouted. 

I told him what the doctor had said— 
carefully omitting the time element—and 
seeing the sheer delight on his face, I 
knew that I could never voice my doubts 
to him. It just had to be our baby! 

The doctor had set the date for early 
September, and each morning I awoke 
with a prayer that the baby be born late 
and would look like Milt. But in this 
silent struggle of mind over matter, Na- 
ture won out over my fervent hopes. Rudy 
came in late August. 

Milt saw the baby before I came out of 
the delivery room. He was in my room 
when I came out from under the anes- 
thesia, I could feel his nearness for a 
long time before I could force my eyes 
open. 

I spoke thickly, licking my 
lips. “Was it—is it a boy?” 
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Milt nodded. “A big eight-pounder,” 
said, stroking my face. “I think his 
es are going to be brown—light brown.” 
My eyes met his in a long, searching 
ze and I saw the doubt and suffering 
his eyes. I couldn’t keep silent now. 
‘The doctor was right after all,” I said 
akly. “I kept hoping he was wrong 
bout the date, but—it’s Jerry’s son, 
Milt.” 
My eyes closed and a suffocating nausea 
ercame me. The last thing I remember 
Milt sitting there stroking my face, 
eyes shining with tears he didn’t try 
hold back. 

About a month after Rudy was born, 
Milt took us on our first outing. It was 
1 warm September day and we drove out 

) the country and spread down a big 

anket. The baby slept peacefully on a 


pillow and Milt lay beside me, looking 
into the cloudless sky. 

“This reminds me of the day I pro- 
posed to you, Jane,” he said reflectively. 
“Remember how we tried to recognize all 
sorts of animals in the clouds that went 
by?” 

“Yes, I remember,” I said softly. 

“I told you then that no matter what 
happened to us, I’d love you as long as I 
lived.” 

There was a throb in my throat that 
made it impossible for me to speak. I 
folded my hands prayerfully. 

His voice continued, thoughtful, sub- 
dued. “There were times out there in 
Korea when I wish I could have died with 
all those beautiful memories still fresh in 
my mind. Even when the Army was fly- 
ing me back to you, I guess I knew that 
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somehow things would be changed. Only 
one thing couldn’t change—my love for 
you. 

For a moment, I thought everything was 
going to be all right. With a swift surge 
of emotion, I clutched his arm and looked 


into his face. “Oh, darling, I do love 
you!” 

“No, wait!” he said sharply. “This 
business isn’t settled yet. We'll have to 
get in touch with Jerry and let him 
know. He’s got some rights to the kid, 
I can’t just take him—even if I wanted 
to.” 

I couldn’t speak. 
never end? Hadn’t 
enough? 

Rudy grew like a weed. He was an 
adorable child, but a real boy all the way 
I adored him and I was sure 


Would this agony 
I been punished 


through. 
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that secretly Milt did too. We both adored 
him—but not together. Sometimes I'd see 
Milt playing with Rudy, rolling a ball 
back and forth to him or making funny 
faces to see him laugh. But when I drew 
near, he’d move away, embarrassed. 

I loved the baby as any mother loves 
her child. Milt loved him because he 
was tiny and helpless. But I could tell 
that Milt couldn’t forget that his months 
of happy anticipation had ended in the 
bitter realization that the baby was not 
his. Never did we bend over the child’s 
crib and watch his aimless antics to- 
gether. Milt never went near Rudy when 
I was in the room, yet I knew how kind 
and wonderful he could be. But he was 
hurt—terribly hurt. 


atl WAS ten months old when Jerry 
came. I was in the kitchen preparing 
Rudy’s dinner and Milt the 
door. I heard the door open, then there 
was a questioning pause. 

“Milt Robinson?” 

It was Jerry’s voice! I almost dropped 
a pan of chopped vegetables in my aston- 
ishment. Why had he come back at this 
particular time? 

“’'m Jerry,” I heard him tell Milt. 
“That letter you wrote me finally caught 
up with me. I’ve been doing a lot of 
travelling since—well, for the past year.” 

“Come in,” Milt said. “Glad you 
finally made it. Here’s—here’s your son.” 

Trembling, I clutched at the table for 
support as I heard them talking together 
quietly. There was silence for a moment, 
then I heard Rudy’s happy gurgle as he 
realized he was the center of attention. 

“Swell kid,” Jerry said at last. 

“The image of you,” Milt said. “I 
guess Jane can get him ready for you to 
take with you.” 

I felt as if my heart had stopped beat- 
ing. I wanted to rush in there and re- 
mind them that a mother has a right to 
her child, too. There they were, the two 
of them, coldly discussing how my baby 
would be disposed of. I moved unsteadi- 
ly toward the door, but I couldn’t go in 
just yet. I watched Jerry as he stood 


answered 


looking down into the crib, then picked 
Rudy up and tossed him into the air. 
Then, dandling the baby on his knee, 
Jerry sat down, talking to Milt in low 
had to do 


tones. Suddenly, I knew I 
something. say something. I was _pre- 


pared to beg for my baby. get down on 
my knees and plead with Jerry not to 
take him from me. I forced myself to 
go into the room with them. Jerry got to 


his feet. 
“Hello, Jane.” he said quietly. 
“Jerry—I—” 


He held out his hand, and I knew that 
I had no right to demand Rudy. Id 
messed up Jerry’s life just as I had Milt’s. 
At least I could let him have his son to 
remember our short-lived marriage. 

“Tll—I can have the baby ready in 
about ten minutes,” I said dully. 

Jerry transferred Rudy to my arms. 
The smile on his face puzzled me. He 
held up his left hand, showing me the 


gold band on his ring finger. Dully, I 
stared at it. Only when I heard his 


words did I fully understand. 

*. +» 80 you Jane, I’ve already 
started a family of my own,” he was say- 
ing. “Rudy is more Milt’s than he is 
mine—just as you were,” he added. 

I was speechless. I buried my face 
against Rudy’s soft body. Milt put an 
arm around me and Jerry said huskily, 
“That’s the picture I'd like to remem- 
ber—the three of you together. The pic- 
ture of a happy family.” 

Milt said, “Where are you living? We'll 
send you one.” 

Jerry shook his head. “No, just tell 
him about his Uncle Jerry every now 
and then. It’s better that way.” 

“You're a great guy, Jerry.” Milt said 
sincerely. “I only hope the kid grows up 
to be like his old man.” 

“Which one?” Jerry asked. smiling. 

“Both of them!” I said. 

And then we were all laughing and 
talking happily together. And I knew 
that the dark cloud that had hung over 
my life for so long had finally passed. 
We were a family at last—Milt and Rudy 
THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 12) 
recorded by Duke, it is, nonetheless, en- 
gaging throughout. As one critic observes: 
“It is programmatic jazz of the highest 
order . . . No other orchestra, in any mu- 
sical field, could have interpreted so sen- 
tiently the temper and colors of the area, 
so masterfully sketched by this man who 
has called it home for 30 years.” 

Duke has long been creating great inter- 
pretative jazz. His list of such music now 
includes tremendous favorites like Black, 
Brown & Beige, Liberian Suite and The 
Tattooed Bride. 

Duke’s crowning success with concert 
jazz probably is due to one important fac- 
tor: he knows how to present popular 
music in programmatic form without losing 
sight of his purpose or without becoming 
too classical for his listeners. Some of his 
contemporaries do not. Take, for example, 
Stan Kenton who reportedly tries to pattern 
his music after that of Stravinsky. In pre- 
senting his concert music, Stan plays a lot 
of bombastic, pretentious and weird stuff 
that excites attention but is not pure jazz. 
Rather it is a futile attempt to make jazz 
with symphonic sounds. Listen to Ken- 
ton’s City of Glass to get the point. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: MGM’s 
Coquette/A Fool in Love, a pair of ballad 
offerings cleanly chirped by Billy Eckstine 
at his velvety best. He gets appropriate 
support on the coupling from the Nelson 
Riddle band. Coquette is the oldie made 
famous by the late Jimmie Lunceford or- 
chestra several years back in a syncopated 
arrangement with Dan Grissom on lyrics. 

Mr. B. sticks close by the mood of the 
Lunceford treatment and the result is espe- 
cially refreshing even for one of the croon- 
er’s sides. Love is almost as strong as 
Coquette, making the new MGM release 
one of the hottest issues ever pressed by 
Eckstine. 

GOOD: Mercury’s / Can’t Get Started/ 
Night and Day, exhibiting the incompar- 
able bop technique of alto stylist Charlie 
Parker set against a 17-piece swing band 
of superb musicians. Spotted in the group 
are such giants of jazz as pianist Oscar 
Peterson; trombonist Bill Harris and 
trumpeter Bill Privin. 

They frame Parker brilliantly and he 
responds with two really sharp perform- 
ances. He blows Started as a relaxed stint, 
ups the tempo just a bit on Night. What 
comes off makes for easy listening and 
some solid collector fare. 

RECOMMENDED: Coral’s Hug Me a 
Hug/I Always Shake the Tree with dy- 
namic Pearl Bailey crooning a deuce of 
her novelty specials. Big side of the pair- 
ing, no doubt, is Hug. Some experts pre- 
dict that it will become another smash hit 
for Miss Bailey like her Takes Two to 
Tango. 

A clever and amusing tune with a strong 
beat, it is ideal material for Pearl and she 
plays around with it in her funniest fash- 
ion. She has a particularly humorous in- 
terplay with the drummer. 


Surrender 

To 

Sin 
(Continued from Page 17) 


It failed miserably and finally Chris had 
moved into our guest room. But he didn’t 
stay there, all the time. 

There were nights when he came angri- 
ly into my room and demanded his rights, 
He’d leave me, angrier than when he’d 
come. And day by day, I lived in mortal 
terror that this would be one of those 
nights. 

I pushed back my empty coffee cup 
wearily. We had kept up a good front, 
Chris and I. Not one of our crowd sus. 
pected that we were anything but the 
happiest couple in Lakewood. But what 
would they have said if I had told them 
of my days filled with dread, the head- 
aches I pretended, the evasions, the 
misery ... the disillusion. 


SL LOWLY, I got up and began stacking 

dishes. The strange thing about all 
this was—I liked Chris when he wasn’t 
amorous. If I could just go on being 
his wife, his housekeeper, his friend— 
everything would be wonderful. I was 
firmly convinced by now, that I was just 
what Chris had called me—a frigid wife. 
It sounded horrible and it was but what 
could I do about it? 

I'd played a little game ever since my 
marriage. Whenever I met a new man, | 
would eye him critically and ask myself 
if I would feel differently if I were mar- 
ried to this one? I would imagine the 
man making ardent love to me and each 
time I would turn away in disgust. The 
answer always came promptly. Not this 
one—nor would there ever be one. I was 
one of those lonely frustrated women who 
would never be capable of living in hap- 
py, normal marriage. 

As I washed and polished glasses in 
my little kitchen, I wondered moodily, 
how long before Chris gave it all up and 
asked me to divorce him. No man would 
put up with this situation for long. The 
reproach in his eyes lately was so poig: 
nant it made me feel ill. I wasn’t sure 
which was the hardest to bear—his re- 
proach or my dread of his lovemaking. 

The telephone rang and [ lifted the 
receiver moodily. It would probably be 
Alice Graves. Alice and Paul were our 
best friends. Paul was a doctor and 
Alice took her marriage and two children 
with a serenity that frustrated me. Un 
less Alice, too, was making believe, the 
two of them were ideally happy. 


“Hello,” I said, grumpily. 

“Hi, Julie!” It wasn’t Alice. It was 
her husband, Paul. 

“Hi, Paul,” I said. ‘“What’s on your 


mind?” 
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“Two tickets for a show,” he laughed. 
“Alice can’t go because young Phil has a 
slight temperature and she won't trust 
him to the mercies of a hired baby sitter. 
So, since Chris said he was going to Wil- 
mington on a case—I thought you might 
like to help me use the tickets.” 

I smiled. Paul was sweet. “Couldn’t 
Alice trust young Phil even with me?” I 
asked. “I’d be glad to tote ice bags and 
read nursery rhymes—” 

“Alice said you’d say that and she said 
she was going to stay home and unless 
you went with me, some other gorgeous 
dame would get her claws into me.” He 
laughed. 

“Can’t let that happen,” I told him, 
laughing, too. “I'll be very glad to go, 
Paul. Thanks a lot.” 

“Pick you up at sevenish,” he said, 
and hung up. 

I felt a lifting of spirits. Paul was 
lots of fun. He had a way of making 
any woman feel lovely and desired. Not 
that he was wolfish—it was just his nice 


way. 

So, at a little after seven, I was riding 
along in Paul’s car, and he was making 
me feel like a human being instead of a 
piece of defective merchandise. 

“You are absolutely beautiful, Julie 
Baxter,” he said, glancing at me, admir- 
ingly. “All that hair and those remote 
eyes and that perfectly stunning black 
suit with ruffles foaming out the front— 
you take my breath, lady.” 

I laughed, comfortably. “You’re pretty, 
too,” I told him. “Nice wavy black hair 
and eyes that look like you’d swallowed 
lightning. I like men who are fastidious, 
Paul. A germ just would not dare land 
on that immaculate white shirt and that 
spiffy new tie. You’ve even washed off 
the odor of ether. You’re very pretty, 
Paul.” 

He adopted an injured air. “I keep tell- 
ing Alice how nice I am,” he complained, 
“but she says I’m getting stodgy. She 
says I have no romance in my soul and 
that food and patients are more important 
tome than she is. She calls me the man 
who comes to dinner—late!” 

I laughed, but suddenly I was think- 
ing about Alice Graves. I wondered why 
any one as immaculate as Paul ever hap- 
pened to fall in love with a girl like 
Alice. Oh, she was goodhearted and as 
gay as a jaybird in a cherry tree. She 
was so darned placid, though. She took 
Paul and her children, not as problems 
to be wrestled with, but as special joys 
which she wanted to share with every 
one, 

Meals at Alice’s house were a slap- 
happy commotion in which laughter and 
burned potatoes shared the honors. She 
was getting just a mite plump and she 
usually looked as if she had tumbled 
headlong into her clothes. The seams on 
her stockings were apt to be twisted and 
her house was a toy-stream jungle through 
which you travelled at your own risk. 





I wondered suddenly whether Paul 
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didn’t get tired of all that confusion. Or 

was he, too, pretending a happiness he 
didn’t feel? Did marriage make actors of 
us all? Did all of us hate to admit mak- 
ing a mistake and consequently, did we 
erect walls of laughter behind which no 
one could intrude? 

I turned and glanced curiously at Paul’s 
handsome, distinguished face. His long, 
slim, surgeon’s fingers gripped the wheel 
of his car, his eyes on the road ahead. 
He turned suddenly and caught me ap- 
praising him and his warm smile flashed 
out. I caught my breath sharply. 

His smile was like one of those mira- 
culous rays I'd read about in science fic- 
tion. It seemed to have touched some 
hitherto inaccessible spot of darkness 
within me and I could feel an alien surge 
of warmth flooding up through my whole 
body. The warm flood of feeling gained 
in volume as it soared, and in a moment 
| was tingling from head to foot, as from 
a million tiny electric shocks. 

Each tightly coiled nerve relaxed as 
the warmth touched it and moved on. I 
tried to drag my eyes from Paul’s but I 
couldn’t. My eyes were held to his as if 
by a magnet. 

“We've time for a cocktail before the 
show, Julie,” he said. “Would you like 
one a." 

I nodded, unable to speak for the sud- 
den unexplainable turmoil in my heart. 
His eyes released mine by the mere turn- 
ing of his head. Once more, I was play- 
ing that foolish game of mine. I was ask- 
ing myself how I would like to be married 
to Paul. What would it be like to have 
his arms around me, his lips on mine, 
demanding, demanding ? The an- 
swer came hurtling back at me like a 
rocket! This time, the answer was an 
unqualified yes! 

The shock of it was completely de- 
moralizing. Was I in love with Paul 
Graves? Incredible! He’d been in and 
out of our house fifty times in the last 
year. I’d always liked him but liking 
him was as far as it had gone. Now, 
for no earthly reason, I was on fire and 
trembling because he had smiled at me. 

{ queer exaltation filled my heart to 
overflowing. I wasn’t a cold woman, in- 
capable of love or passion. I was normal. 
Glowingly normal and feminine. The re- 
lief was almost as overpowering as the 
shocking knowledge that a man other than 
my husband had been able to awaken me 
from my emotional coma. 

Somehow, we were in a cocktail lounge 
and I vaguely remember Paul’s laughter 
and nonsensical chatter. Then we were 
walking toward the theater. Each time 
his hand rested lightly on my arm, as we 
crossed a street, a burning sensation re- 
mained. Like an endless recording, the 
thought went on and on in my brain. I 
am in love with Paul Graves . .. in 
love with Paul Graves . . . in love with 
Paul! 

[ wanted to shout it to the indifferent 
pedestrians who brushed carelessly past 
72 
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us. I, Julie Baxter, who had thought the 
world was putting over a giant love swindle 
for the perpetration of the race—had been 
wrong. People did fall in love. Some 
of them married and the consummation 
of that marriage was a beautiful thing in- 
stead of humiliation and besmirchment. 

Paul was going on about people who 
couldn’t afford it, having triplets. He'd 
delivered the three babies today and there 
was a note of pride in his voice. Then 
suddenly, he turned to me and smiled 
teasingly. 

“When are you and Chris going to start 
a family?” he asked. His grin deepened. 
“Alice and I are pregnant again,” he said. 

I stared at him, my head spinning with 
shock. The rosy mist that had enfolded 
me, was suddenly dispelled sharply. Until 
this moment, I hadn’t been able to see 
past the enchanted circle in which Paul 
and I had been moving. I was in love— 
and that wondrous discovery had been 
all I could assimilate. I hadn’t been able 
to think any farther. In fact. I hadn’t 
thought about anything but myself. 

Now, his words were like a sharp blow 
above my heart. He’d said: “Alice and I 
are pregnant again.” Alice and I. Just 
like that—indicating a partnership. <A 
closed corporation. It shut me out as 
completely as a slammed door. While I 
had been glowing over the most wonder- 
ful discovery in the world, Paul had been 
untouched. I almost cried out against 
this thought. 

How could such an earth-shaking meta- 
morphosis within myself have left him 
completely immune? I had been moving 
in that rosy glow alone . ? No, I 
cried out. I won’t have it. It can’t be 
true. This lovely, wonderful feeling of 
wanting something I’d never wanted be- 
fore—if it were to be denied me—what 
would become of me? This frustration 
would be even more devastating than feel- 
ing nothing at all. 

Paul turned to stare down at me, won- 
deringly. “What are you whispering 
about?” he asked, curiously. “You look 
as if you’d just lost your passport to 
Paradise, Julie. Are you ill?” 

I bit my lip, striving for words which 
I couldn’t formulate. Finally, I said. 
“Paul, would you mind very much if we 
skipped the show? I—I’ve something to 


tell you. I need your help desperately. 
Paul... ?” I lifted beseeching eyes 
to his. 


I saw his puzzled frown but he turned 
without a word and began walking back 
to where he’d parked his car. His hand 
rested lightly on my arm. 

“Do you want me to take you home?” 

I stared numbly at his car as we ap- 
proached it. There was a little white 
card stuck on the windshield. It pro- 
claimed significantly “Physician’s Car.” 
Crazily a quotation from the Bible went 
whispering through my mind. 

“They that are whole need no_physi- 
cian.” 

As I let him put me in his car, I was 


wailing to myself. But I am not whole. 
I'm only a half of a complete unit. | 
need a physician. Not just any physician 
but this one. Paul Graves! The mating 
of Chris and I had been like mating two 
left shoes. But with Paul— 

“What is it, Julie? You look ghastly.” 
He was starting the car but his puzzled 
eyes were watching me intently. 

“Paul, do you know that small park 
along the lake shore, near the university? 
There won’t be many people there now, 
Please, could we drive there and I—TI’l] 
tell you what’s wrong.” 


E DROVE in silence. He parked the 
car and we found a bench facing the 
lake. It was so quiet and the lake was 
as smooth as silk. There was a crescent 
moon just visible on the horizon and the 
October air was cool as it blew against 
my hot temples. 

We sat on the bench for a little. Paul 
smoking silently, awaiting my pleasure 
and me trying to unsnarl my tangled 
thoughts. I finally decided to begin at 
the beginning. I spoke thickly. 

“Paul, you think Chris and I are hap- 
pily married, don’t you? Well, that’s what 
I want to tell you. We’re not, Paul. I— 
I’ve hated Chris Baxter since my wedding 
night. You asked me when we plan to 
start a family. Ill answer that now. 
Never. We will never have a child be- 
cause—” 

It was like a dam breaking. All the 
months of disillusion, misery and self-dis- 
gust—it came tumbling out like a tor. 
rent. Paul sat quietly, letting me talk 
a lot and weep a little. But when the 
torrent of words slowed down, I looked at 
him with quivering lips. 

“I—I suppose you’re shocked ... ?” 
I asked, miserably. 

“No, Julie.” He spoke in a tone of 
sadness. “A doctor becomes shock-proof 
early in the game. This sort of thing 
is much commoner than most people be- 
lieve. It happens all the time. Only— 
I’m so damned sorry it had to happen to 
my favorite people. Have you discussed 
this with Chris, Julie... ?” 

“There’s nothing to discuss.” I said, 
sharply. “He knows I hate to have him 
touch me. He could let me go. but he 
won't. He insists that he still loves me.” 

“That’s understandable,” he said. 
“You're a lovely thing, my dear. If he 
didn’t love you, he’d send you packing. 
you know. No man will go on like that 
indefinitely.” 

“T know.” I drew in a deep. weary 
breath. “Ill be glad when he arrives at 
that point.” Suddenly, I put my hand on 
his arm. “I didn’t want to hurt Chris.” 
I cried out. “I thought I loved him. How 
was I to know what my reactions to mat- 
riage would be? It hasn’t been easy, 
Paul. Chris is a wonderful man—but not 
for me. And I could be wonderful, too— 
but not to Chris.” 

My heart began to pound furiously. I 
was ready, now, to show Paul that the 
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right man would have made all the dif- 
ference in the world—and that he was 
that man. 

Alice... ? His two children and the one 
yet unborn? I had no thought for them. 
| was like a wounded animal seeking re- 
lief from pain—and snapping at any one 
that got in my way. 

Paul said, sorrowfully: “Poor Chris.” 

I stared at him in angry amazement. 
“Poor—Chris ... ? What about poor 
Julie, Paul? Have you any idea of the 
torture I’ve been through? The evasions. 
the never-ending revulsion and fear? And 
now it’s going to be positively unbearable 
because—” 

“Because—why?” I could feel his eyes 
on me. although it was now too dark to 
see them. 

“Because,” I whispered, “tonight I 
found out that if the right man took me 
in his arms—I wouldn’t be cold and un- 
responsive. Tonight I found out that I’m 
as warm and human as any woman living. 
Tonight—” 

“What happened tonight to bring about 
this sudden awakening, Julie?” His tone 
was uneasy, cautious and—remote. 

How was I to tell him that he was 
the man who could turn my night into 
day? He sounded so far away and my 
heart was pounding so furiously that my 
voice, when I finally found it, seemed 
like a distant echo. 

“Paul,” I managed to say, “I know you 
can help me—help me find the happiness 
I've never known. If you let me down 
now, I'll never forgive you,” I said. 
clutching his arm and looking pleadingly 
into his eyes. 

I stammered, “Can’t you see that it’s 
you who has made me feel this way? 
Can’t you see that it’s you I’m in love 
with—and not Chris? Oh, darling. if 
you'd only hold me tight, kiss me and 
say that you love me. I’d be the happiest 
woman in the world.” 

I clutched his arm and looked implor- 
ingly into his eyes, hoping that somehow 
he'd understand what I was trying to say 
—that somehow he would realize that I 
was actually love-starved and not frigid 
as Chris had often said. 

Then he said, “You’ve a right to hap- 
piness, Julie. Maybe I can bring it to 
you. At least, I’d like to try. But there 
are a lot of things I’ve got to think out. 
honey. I can’t do anything that might 
hurt Alice or the kids. I can’t hurt Chris, 
either. He’s my best friend. But you're 
very dear to me, too.” He stood up and 
pulled me to my feet roughly. 

“I'm going to take you home, Julie. 
But you'll be hearing from me again. 


when I’ve figured all the angles. Will 
you wait for my call—and will you 
Promise not to do anything rash until 


you hear ?” He didn’t offer to touch 
me, but his voice was as soft and tender 
as even I could wish. 

I nodded meekly. From all sides, I 
could hear accusing voices shouting at me. 
They were screaming: “What sort of wom- 





Try this new amazing scientific home method to 
Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


—at Ankles, Calves, Thighs, Knees, Hips! 


WHICH OF THESE 
LEG PROBLEMS ARE YOURS? 











How "Around-the-Clock" 
Glamour Legs Help 
Everything You Do! 


® DANCE GRACEFULLY 
—shapely, stronger legs 
help you to become a desir- 
able dance partner, allow 
you to do the latest dance 
steps more gracefully. 

e WORK WITH PEP— 
properly developed legs wiil 
lessen fatigue when your 
job or housework Keeps you 
on your feet. 

°® IMPROVE YOUR FA- 
VORITE SPORT—well 
formed legs not only are 
attractive but also help you 
play tennis, swim, bowl, 
ete., with more ease and 
form—which men admire. 
® WALK, STAND WITH 
POISE—Your carriage and 
poise thru your entire fig- 
ure will be improved and 
more graceful with the aid 
of beautifully developed 
legs. 


Straight 
Hips 







Scrawny 
Thighs 


Bony 
Knees 


Stringbean 
Calves 


Toothpick 
Ankles 





From the Very First Day You 
Feel Exhilarating Effects! 











Stop being self-conscious 
sony legs 
ippealing legs 
ficure of attractiveness 
look good in the latest fashions 
skirts, bathing suits, shorts, ete. Now 
too can try to help yourself improve 
legs due to normal causes, as many women have 
; method. You 
should do something about filling out any part legs, plus leg measurement chart of each section 
of your legs you wish . such as adding grace- 1 : 4 rs 3 : 

ful lines to toothpick ankle s 


bony knees 
thighs 
feminine hips 


WRITTEN ABOUT IN HEALTH CULTURE 


Health Culture 
on legs to write a series of 
damentals of this method. This magazine be- 
lieved their 
wonderful technique. 
zines and newspapers have written 
priceless advantages of correct leg development. 


MODERN METHODS, 296 Broadway « Dept. SL-TC8S « New York City 7 


CLOTHES LOOK UNATTRAC- 
TIVE WITH SKINNY LEGS 


BRD 
! 





in ibe Cases, Doctors Advise Use 


of This Technique! 


! Men are 


following this new _ scientific 


calves feminine 


stringbean . 
bewitching contour 


MAGAZINE 


readers should learn 


about your scrawny, 
always attracted by shapely, 
Skinny legs rob the rest of your 
! Give yourself a chance 


undeveloped 


alluring curves 
to scrawny 


seductive roundness to straight un- 
or your legs all over! 


asked this well-known authority 
articles on the fun- 


Many other leading maga- 





READ HOW THIS 
TECHNIQUE HELPED 
OTHERS! 

One young lady, aged 24, 
had legs so thin that she 
could hardly find stockings 
to fit her. After using this 
method, her hips and legs 
were so beautifully devel- 
oped that she became a 





CLOTH ES LOOK a 


WITH SHAPELY LEG model. Another woman, 
Whe ther sitting or mong nanan ely Mrs. Ww. Bees of Lubbock, 
oe oe ae Sees oo ae Texas, writes: “... so 
dresses, skirts, look and fit their wont thankful. ..I am being 


over well jae hips, thighs, kne 
“alves, ank 


helped so very much.’’ 


TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
REQUIRES ONLY 15 MINUTES A DAY! 


Well known authority on legs with years of ex- 
perience offers you this tested and proven scien- 
tific course—only fifteen minutes a day—in the 
: privacy of — home! Contains step-by-step 
of higher illustrations of the easy SCIENTIFIC LEG DE- 
at last you VELOPMENT TECHNIQUE with simple instruc- 
tions for undeveloped hips, thighs, knees, calves, 
ankles, gaining stronger legs, improving skin tone 
and circulation of legs; normal causes of skinny 


of leg according to height and weight, also how 
leg development may improve general health 


SEND NO MONEY! 
FREE 10-DAY TRIAL 


You would be glad to pay any _ price to gain 
shapely legs, but ‘‘Shapely Legs Home Method” 
is yours for the low introductory price of only 
$1.98 complete. Just deposit $1.98 plus postage 


appeal to 


about this with postman on delivery (in plain wrapper). 


Or send only $1.98 with order and we pay post- 
about the age. You must see satisfactory results, or return 
eourse and your money will be refunded. 


73 














an are you, Julie Baxter. You're trying 
to take another woman’s husband. You’re 
wrecking your own life and Chris’. You’ve 
always had scorn for women who cheated 
and you're going into this with your eyes 
wide open. You’re bad, Julie Baxter!” 

The voices scared me, but when Paul 
put his hand on my arm to help me back 
into his car, I began trembling again. I 
hurled defiance at the accusing voices. 
I’ve a right to know happiness, too, I 
shouted silently. Paul is the only man 
in the whole world who can bring me that 
happiness. Alice need never know—nor 
Chris. I’m not robbing Chris of anything 
because he’s never had anything. 

We rode silently through the dark, au- 
tumn streets. I had no more words. I 
was drained dry of words. Paul seemed 
deep in thought. But when he drew up 
in front of the little ranch house, I turned 
to him, imploringly. If only he would 
kiss me or give me some tangible thing 
to hold until he called me again. But all 
he said was, “Goodnight, Julie dear.” 

I slid from the car and then turned to 
him again. “Paul,” I said, raggedly. 
“Paul—just say one little thing to make 
me know I’m not as low as I feel. If 
you’d just say once that you love me, too 

Paw <6. f° 

He spoke roughly. “I love you enough 
to risk something that’s very precious to 
me, Julie.” He pulled the door shut 
and in a moment his car was moving 
away in the darkness. 

I stared after it. torn with conflicting 
emotions. He’d meant Alice and the 
children, of course. I went slowly into 
the dark house and turned on lights. Now 
that Paul had gone, now that his virile 
presence no longer had me confused, I 
was appalled at my own behavior. I must 
have been crazy! What had I started 
and how was I going to stop it? 

I undressed and lay in bed, my whole 
body burning with shame in the darkness. 
What must Paul be thinking of me? What 
did I think of myself? But my mind went 
sweeping over things like a feather duster 
over carved furniture, missing all the 
deep places. I finally fell asleep out of 
sheer emotional exhaustion. 

The next morning, I viewed my _ be- 
havior with disgust. My only consola- 
tion was that I’d lost my mind with Paul 
instead of some stranger. Paul wouldn’t 
me when I told him I'd 
Paul was my friend 


move in on 
changed my mind. 
and Chris’, too. 

But I still had the new, wonderful 
knowledge that I wasn’t a cold, dead thing 
masquerading in a living woman’s body. 
I would just have to be careful, in the 
future. And maybe someday Chris 
would let me go and I'd be free to 
search for a man of my own. 

Almost a week went by and Paul didn’t 
call. I knew he never would. He prob- 
ably hated me for putting him in such an 
embarrassing position. I’d sacrificed a 
fine friendship and it made me sick all 
And then Paul called! 


over. 
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When I heard his voice, I felt no emo- 
tion whatever. Sanity had returned and 
there would be no more such craziness. 
All I had to do was tell him I'd changed 
my mind. He’d understand. 

So I said, quietly, “Hello, Paul.” 

“T’ve got everything planned,” he said, 
in a low guarded voice. “We’ve got to be 
extremely careful because we are both too 
well known here. We—” 

“Paul,” I broke in, quickly. “I—you 
must please forgive me—but I must have 
been completely crazy that night. I—I’ve 
changed my mind. I—” 

“You can’t change your mind,” he said, 
crisply. “You started this and you've 
got to finish it. You can’t expect me to 
blow hot and cold at your command, You 
meet me in Glover’s Lane at eleven to- 
morrow night. Tl be expecting you.” 
He severed the connection without an- 
other word and left me with my mouth 
still open on a protest. 

I sat there staring at the dead phone 
and then I replaced it in the cradle. Paul 
was crazy, too, to think I'd go through 
with this horrible thing. Being a doc- 
tor. he ought to know I’d been out of my 
mind. I dialed his office firmly. But the 
indifferent voice of his office girl said, 
“Doctor Graves isn’t in. I’m not ex- 
pecting him back today.” 

I frowned. I couldn’t very well call 
his home. Alice would be sure to answer 
and she’d want to know what I wanted 
with Paul. She’d offer to relay the mes- 
sage. I shivered. Had I started a fire 
that would destroy all of us? 
I didn’t keep the date? Paul had sounded 
angry and he might just do or say some- 
thing that would give the whole thing 
away. 

But if I went to meet him in Glover’s 
Lane, maybe I could make him see that 
I’'d been emotionally off-balance. Glover's 
Lane! I knew the place well. Chris 
and I used to park there and make love 
before we were married. Those had been 
happy, exciting days when my heart had 
been filled with high radiance. My lips 
dropped disconsolately, remembering. Chris 
had trapped me with kisses that had been 
a snare and a delusion. 

Now I was returning to that dark, tree- 
lined lane to convince another girl’s hus- 
band that I was a little fool who had no 
intention of becoming a tramp. Life cer- 
tainly did things to one. Or maybe it 
was just marriage that mixed you up. 

It was a few minutes past eleven when 
I drove into the dark lane. My _ head- 
lights bathed the parked car in radiance, 
picking out the small white physician’s 
card on the windshield. I felt as guilty 
as if I'd come here for—what people 
would think I’d come for, if I happened 
to be seen. I flashed off my lights and 
slipped from the car into the cool night. 

I drew in a deep, apprehensive breath 
when no sound came from Paul’s car. 
There was no moon and the trees met in 
a tangled snarl over the gravelled road. 
It was so still and sort of eerie. The wind 


Supposing 


chilled me and my teeth chattered. Get 
this over, I told myself firmly. Tell Pau] 
you're sorry and then get away from this 
place. 

There seemed to be some sort of en. 
chantment in the stillness for my heart 


began pounding in my breast. I walked 
firmly over to the silent car, just as the 
door swung open. 

Two hands came out to grope for mine, 
And then Paul was standing beside me, 
his arms sweeping me close against him, 
His voice was so hoarse it was unrecogniz. 
able. 

“Julie,” he whispered, his lips against 
my hair. “Oh, Julie, darling. I was so 
afraid you wouldn’t come—and even more 
afraid that you would. Julie, sweetheart— 
I love you so... .” 

His arms held me close, his lips clung 
to mine like pollen. That strange treacher. 
ous warmth tingled along my veins—and 
I knew that my body was a traitor. I had 
thought I had regained my sanity, but it 
wasn’t so. Just the touch of his lips on 
mine had sent me back into that rosy 
glow that was as insidious as a drug, 
I began trembling from head to foot, feel- 
ing my good resolutions slipping away 
like mist before the sun. 

“No,” I moaned, weakly. “You mustn't, 
Paul. I came to tell you I couldn’t do 
this thing—” 

“Don’t be frightened, my sweet,” he 
whispered, holding me fast to prevent my 
weak efforts to escape. “You've been hurt 
and ravaged. Now you'll find out how 
sweet love can be. I’m taking nothing, 
darling, that you aren’t willing to give. 
Julie... ?’ 

“No,” I moaned. “No. . . .” But the 
flood, like warm wine, was engulfing me. 
I struggled futilely. His arms held me 
softly and I could have escaped—only, | 
no longer wanted escape. I was drowning. 
I floated for a moment on the rosy tidal 
wave—then it reached out hungrily and 
pulled me down. 


DON’T KNOW when or how I left him. 

I remember sending the car screeching 
over the gravel lane, the tiny stones like 
hail against my fenders. And then, some- 
how, I was in the little ranch house, lying 
in the darkness on my bed. I was so re- 
laxed I was as limp as a rag doll. My 
mind was a blank and the lethargy that 
held me was too much to resist. I fell 
into a deep sleep that was as deep as the 
deepest well. 

I awoke so suddenly, it was as if a cold 
hand touched me. 

I crept from the bed, chilled and shiver- 
ing. A dirty gray dawn was _ seeping 
through my windows and a chill wind 
tugged at my thin slip. My clothes lay in 
a tumbled heap where I'd stepped out 
of them and suddenly I remembered. Last 
night ... ? Had it only been a dream? 
But my slippers had gray gravel dust on 
them and my gown—I covered my face 
with my hands and began shuddering 
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away from the truth. It had been no 
dream—just ugly reality. 

Where now was the lovely rosy tidal 
wave? It had sucked me under and then 
flung me back on the shore, a broken 
caricature of the arrogant, virtuous Julie 
Baxter. I was a girl who had kept a 
rendezvous with my best friend’s husband. 
I had cheated on Chris—and the loathing 
for myself was too horrible to bear. 

By the dawn’s early light I saw myself 
for the wanton I was. I had become a 
part of a triangle—an ugly triangle in 
which Paul and Alice stood on the straight 
lines while the angle line led to me. 

I began sobbing, tearlessly, knowing 
that neither tears nor remorse could 
change a thing. I couldn’t go back—and 
I couldn’t bear to go on living. 

I was still sobbing monotonously as I 
wandered through my little house. Every- 
thing was so clean and shining—and I 
didn’t belong here any more. I paced 
back and forth like a demented thing, 
mumbling unintelligible things—and in 
the midst of this chaos, the door opened 
and Chris came in. 

I heard the thud as he dropped his bag 
on the floor. I heard him say, “Hello, 
honey. I’m a mess. I'll get a shower and 
then have breakfast with you.” 

I stared at him, every instinct within 
me recoiled violently from the sight of 
him. He would know! Somehow, my guilt 
would show and he would send me on the 
run from our clean little house. 

I watched him disappear down the hall 
to his room. I stood numbly, unable to 
move. “Dear God,” I kept whispering 
over and over. “God, what am I going 
Odo... 2?” 

The doorbell rang and I heard it, but 
my feet refused to move. I could hear 
the roar of the shower in the bathroom 
and the confusion of it and the insistent 
doorbell set my nerves to shrieking in 
protest. And then the front door opened 
and Alice Graves poked her head in like 
an inquisitive robin. 

“Hey,” she called out. “Are you deaf, 
Julie?” She stepped in and laughed at me 
teasingly. 

I stared at her, too numb to feel any- 
thing. My world was blowing up in my 
face and Alice was just one more tor- 
ment. 

She had tossed on an old coat which 
she called “the swamp cat” over a house- 
dress. Her hair was pinned into a care- 
less knot which waggled impishly on top 
of her head. She wore no stockings— 
and yet she somehow managed to look 
like a rose. Her hair was as shining as 
an angel’s and her eyes were sparkling. 
I knew why she emanated charm, sudden- 
ly. Alice was as sound and sweet as an 
autumn apple. 

Guilt turned my blood to ice. Yester- 
day, I had been sweet and clean. Today 
Iwas a... traitor. Alice would know 
soon—if she didn’t already. Maybe that’s 
why she’d come! But her next words were 
a reprieve. 


“Who calls earlier than me?” she asked, 
gayly. “I had to go to the delicatessen 
for coffee for Paul’s breakfast. I’m al- 
ways out of something . . . should make 
a grocery list but never do... .” 

She babbled on happily but her words 
were lost to me until I heard her saying, 
“Come for dinner tonight, Julie—you and 
Chris. It’s Paul’s birthday.” 

My brain revolved slowly and painfully. 
I could never go to Alice’s for dinner 
again. How could Paul and I face each 
other over the load of guilt that hung 
like a huge rock between us? I was 
filled with sudden desolation for those lost 
days when Alice’s gay laughter and topsy- 
turvy housekeeping had been a part of 
my life. I wished desperately that I could 
go back to the days when Chris and I hid 
our disillusion under banter and flippancy. 
That would be heaven compared to this 
secret I now carried like a cross. 

The shower had stopped roaring and 
Chris called out from his room, “Invita- 
tion to dinner, did you say, Alice? Count 
us in.” The door slammed shut. 

Alice laughed as she whirled toward 
the door. “Ill show you the new baby 
things,” she promised. “Are you sur- 
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prised... 

She didn’t even wait for an answer. 
She was out on the front porch when she 
suddenly came back, one hand groping 
for something in the pocket of the swamp 
cat. 

“Darned near forgot to give you this,” 
she said. Then she held out—the cigarette 
case I'd seen Chris put in his pocket the 
day he left on the business trip a week 
ago. I stared at it stupidly. Alice dropped 
it in my hand and went rushing away. I 
closed the door, still staring at the silver 
case with CGB engraved on the top. 

My brain was too addled by conflicting 


emotions to register anything but that 
something didn’t make sense. After a 


little, I began to control the whirling in 
my head and finally I knew what was 
wrong. Chris had taken that case with 
him—and he had just now returned. 
THEN HOW HAD ALICE COME BY 
THE CASE? 

I yanked the door open and called after 
her, just as she was climbing into her 
car, “Where’d you get this?” I held up 
the cigarette case. 

She laughed. “Oh—Chris came home 
last night while you were out in the car. 
He said he had an errand and borrowed 
our car. He must have dropped the case 
without knowing it. See you tonight, 
ducky.” 

She drove away and I turned back into 
the house. My brain was suddenly func- 
tioning again. I was adding up two and 
two and getting an incredulous four. If 
Chris had borrowed Paul’s car while I 
had been out in ours—then Paul couldn’t 
have been in it because I had left just a 
few minutes before eleven—and Paul had 
been waiting in Glover’s Lane when I 
arrived. It didn’t make sense unless. .. . 

I sat down on the nearest chair sud- 
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denly. Unless—it had been Chris in that 
car last night—not Paul! I shut my eyes 
and prayed a sudden imploring prayer. 
“Oh God,” I begged. “God, please let 
this be the answer.” 


DREW in a deep breath. It was possi- 

ble—but too good to be probable. You’re 
crazy, Julie Baxter. You’ve been crazy 
for a week. But my mind went right on 
with its sums—and they still came ont 
tour, 

Last night, Glover’s Lane had been like 
being wrapped in black velvet curtains. 
No moon, No lights. Nothing but a voice 
coming hoarsely out of the darkness 
whispering over and over, “I love you so. 
[ love you so.” Could it have been Chris 
saying those words? Had it been Chris 
who shared that rosy tidal wave with me? 

\ly mind went on adding methodically. 
Paul was a doctor. Had he known all 
along that Chris and I had gotten off to 
a wrong start and had he told Chris to 
keep this rendezvous ... ? I thought of 
the gentleness and the loveliness of the 
experience last night, before the gray 
dawn had brought its disillusion. 

Had this been Paul’s way of proving 
to me that I had built up a false resistance 
against Chris—and that any man who 
smiled at me at that particular moment 
of awakening, would have been the object 
of my suddenly aroused emotions? Was 
this what Paul had meant when he said 
he loved me enough to risk something very 
precious to him? I had thought he meant 
his wife and children—but had he meant 
his friendship for both Chris and me... ? 

“God,” I whispered, “Let it be so. 
Please let it be so.” 

It would be so wonderful to know that 
[ hadn’t really cheated on Chris, I told 
myself. And then I knew I was even 
cheating myself. No matter what the 
reality had been, my own behavior and 
cuilt was still something I couldn’t run 
away from. I hadn’t known it was Chris. 
I had thought it was Paul. I was just as 
guilty as if it had been Paul. 

And Chris knew, too. No man would 
forgive a woman for what I had done last 
night. Chris would never be able to like 
Paul again, knowing that Paul knew of 
my wanton surrender to a man who wasn’t 
my husband. Chris would never love me 
again, and now that I’d lost his love, I 
realized how wonderful it had been. I 
had taken his love for granted. I had been 
too sure of him. Now. just when I had 
finally become capable of returning his 
love—it was to be taken away. 

True, that it had been a plan cooked 
ip by Paul as a doctor and Chris as a 
husband, to bring me to my senses. It had 

but all three of us had lost. This was 
the end of happiness for me. I would 
emember the tenderness of Chris’ arms 
last night as long as I lived but when 
Chris came back into this room—he would 
emember that I had been willing to 
cheat him to satisfy a suddenly aroused 
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passion. It was an ugly whirlpool from 
which none of us could escape. 

And then Chris came back into the 
room. I went to meet him wanting to get 
this over and escape as soon as possible. 
There was nothing I could say that he 
would want to hear. I held out the 
cigarette case to him with hands that 
trembled. I felt exactly as Eve must have 
felt when she was being banished from 
Eden. I, too, had tasted of the fruit of 
knowledge—and it was bitter on my lips. 

“You left this in Paul’s car last night 
in Glover’s Lane.” I told him. thickly. 
“Alice brought it back this morning.” 

His eyes met mine inscrutably. “So you 
know it was I, not Paul.” he said, wearily. 
“T had meant to tell you—in my own 
time.” 

“T didn’t know until this morning.” I 
said. This was the toughest thing I had 
ever had to do. The pain in Chris’ eyes 
was like a knife in my heart. He'd forget 
some day. perhaps, but I never would as 
long as I lived. I had hated him for lov- 
ing me once. Now I would love him 
and he would hate me. 

*I—Paul and I shouldn’t have done this 
to you, Julie,” he said. slowly. “But after 
he’d explained everything to me and told 
me I had made the same mistakes that 
ruin hundreds of marriages every year 
—I wanted to show you that I had 
changed. I didn’t stop to think what it 
might do to you. I suppose you hate us 
both.” He spoke drearily, like a man who 
has seen his last hope fade away. 

I drew in a deep, painful breath. “I’ve 
been too busy hating myself since dawn 
this morning, Chris,” I told him, wearily. 
“IT must have been insane. But I can’t 
change anything. It’s done and I will pack 
my things and leave right away.” I turned 
away from him. 

“T wish you wouldn't, Julie.” he said. 
sorrowfully. “I love you with all my 
heart. I wish you’d forgive Paul and me.” 

I turned slowly back to stare at him. 
“You want me—to forgive you 9 
couldn’t believe he’d said that. 

“Of course, darling. Paul told me you 
were all mixed up. He told me it was 
mostly my fault. He said I'd been greedy 
and had practically ravaged you on our 
wedding night. He said I'd been selfish 
and thought only of satisfying my own 
need, with utter disregard for yours. I— 
I wanted to show you that I had changed. 
I knew you wouldn’t react properly if you 
thought it was I last night. You see, if 
Paul hadn’t been so much in your mind 
—you would have known then. 

“Tt hurts to think about that. Julie. It 
hurts like hell but it’s a part of my 
punishment and I’m willing to take it.” 
He smiled at me so wistfully it broke my 
heart. Chris was too good for me, Even 
in the face of this horrible thing—he was 
trying to save my pride. Tears yammered 
in my throat. 

“Don’t.” I whispered. miserably. “Don’t. 
Chris. I—” 

“Just tell me one thing,” he insisted. 


“Julie, you didn’t hate me last night. did 
you? I wasn’t greedy or selfish, was I?” 

I shook my head, too broken up to 
speak, 

His eyes swung up to mine slowly, 
“Stop and think a minute,” he said, clear- 
ly. “Just how do you think I learned all 
those things in one night? A man doesn’t 
learn anything about anything in one day 
or one night. Neither does a woman. 
Life teaches us, sometimes painfully, my 
darling. You and I had to get hurt to 
learn about love, Julie.” 

I stared at him, my mind too numb to 
register what he was trying to get across, 
“T—I don’t know what you mean.” [| 
mumbled. 

“T was hurt and angry at your lack of 
response.” he said, sighing deeply. “I 
still loved you—but that didn’t stop me 
from finding satisfaction in other arms— 
when. . . .” His face was a mask of 
misery. “Oh, Julie—I didn’t want you to 
know. 'm ashamed. But I’m even telling 
you this—if it will make you feel better 
about your one little mistake. Darling, | 
love you so. How can I ever make you 
know how much I love you... ?” He 
came nearer and held out his arms plead- 
ingly, 

“Couldn't you give me one more 
chance?” he begged. “The other ones 
didn’t count with me, darling. I hated 
myself afterwards. So what you thought 
you did last night doesn’t count, either. 
You are still my sweet, adorable Julie— 
and if we’ve both learned after a baptism 
of fire—are we going to throw it all away 
now? Darling. we could just begin to live 

if you would forgive me... ?” 

I—forgive—him . . . ? I thought my 
heart would burst with its weight of love 
for him. We had both been young. un- 
tried fools. We had both made mistakes, 
but now—forgive Chris ... ? The word 
forgive wasn’t in our vocabulary. 

I went into his waiting arms, a storm of 
sobs shaking me from head to foot. He 
held me close and somehow the _ tears 
washed away everything but the love that 
enfolded us like a rainbow. We clung to 
each other like two children caught in a 
thunderstorm, but we were still together. 
We always would be. 

It was much later that I even remem- 
bered Paul. I hid my face on Chris’ 
shoulder and said, sadly: 

“Paul will want to know how his at- 
tempt at playing God turned out, darling. 
What are we going to tell him? I'll never 
be able to face either Paul or Alice again. 
I was such a selfish little moron—” 

He kept one arm around me and led 
me to the phone. His eyes were shining 
and his shoulders were thrown back like 
a man who had just inherited a kingdom. 
He dialed a number and a moment later 
he said: 

“Paul... ? I called to tell you about 
last night. My wife didn’t keep the date. 
I came home—and—well, we didn’t take 
the medicine you prescribed. We cooked 
up a prescription of our own—and its 
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none of your damned business what was 
in it—but we will be over for your birth- 
day dinner tonight. Oh—and Julie wants 
to know if you'll take care of her when 
little Chris arrives. We have a feeling it 
will be pretty soon, now.” 

I could hear Paul’s laughter booming 
as Chris hung up. Then he tightened his 
arm around me adored 
him openly. Chris had once more saved 
I would take 
Chris 


sweetest 


possessively. I 


my pride but from now on- 
care of that myself—and 
take care of me. It was the 
knowledge it is ever given a wife to know. 


THE END 


would 





Stars And Numbers 
(Continued from Page 8) 
engagements or marriage. 

From Libra, which is devoted to court- 
ship, marriage, entertainment and social 
life. the planets Saturn and Neptune are 
in friendly relationship with the bountiful 
planet Jupiter. This brightens the sky and 
hopes for Gemini, Leo, Libra, Sagittarius 
and Aquarius born. It helps to turn the 
tide of fortune for Capricorn, 

All told, the stellar pattern for August 
matches even the most picturesque imagery 
of the Greek poets. 

Some of the choice days for engagements 
and marriages are the 3rd, 4th, 5th, 11th, 
13th, 20th and 27th. Days best avoided are 
the 16th, 22nd, 23rd and 24th. 

Most unfavorable period is from the 21st 
to 25th, when peace and concord, plus good 
judgment in all matters, are advocated as 
the key words for both speech and action. 


Except for this period, the outlook for work, 


business and pleasant social life is full of 
promise. 

It is suggested that one bend all efforts 
toward betterment and soundness of work- 
ing and family life. The full Moon of the 
Mth and 25th shows a rising tide for 
romance and conjugal happiness. Number 
combinations are 2. 3 and 5; 1, 3, and 9; 
1,5 and 9, the latter combination being 
most prominent. 

August presents the following selected 
dates favoring the conduct of matters of 
importance for those born under the twelve 
signs of the Zodiac: 


Aries—1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 8, 9, 13, 19, 22, 26, 
29, 31. 

Taurus—2, 4, 5, 6, 7, 9, 11, 12, 13, 20, 
ZL, 27. 


Gemini—3, 4, 5. 6, 7, 8. 9, 11, 14, 20, 31. 
Cancer—1, 2, 4, 7, 8, 9, 11, 13, 16, 17, 


20, 27. 

Leo—3, 4, 5, &, 11, 14, 19, 20, 26, 27, 30, 
31. 

Virgo—1, 2, 4, 6, 7, 9, 11, 13, 15, 17, 19, 
20 


Libra—3, 5, 8, 9, 11, 13, 15, 17, 18, 20, 
23, 27. 
Scorpio—4, 6, 7, 9, 11, 12, 13, 16, 18, 19, 
20, 25. 
Sagittarius 
22, 26. 
Capricorn—l, 2, 4, 5, 9, 11, 13, 16, 17, 
22, 27, 29. 


4, 5, 8, 9, 11, 13, 14, 18, 20, 
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mature women and when he asked me to 
marry him, I said yes. I knew at the time 
that it would be a long time before my 
friends accepted the situation, but I was 
determined to live my life my own way. 
But now, as I waited for Bob to come 
for me, I wondered maybe I 
hadn’t outsmarted myself. Bob was a hand- 
some, vigorous young man, but I knew 
that my capacity for love was well able to 


whether 


satisfy his physical desires. Yet, I was 
wise enough to know how flattering to the 
male ego a pretty face can be. And 


Maybelle, the fast-stepping young divorcee 
who'd just moved into our building had a 
very pretty face—and figure to match. 

This was the big risk I faced in my 
careful planning—that a younger woman 
would someday come along and rob me 
of my husband just as surely as death 
had done twice in the past. 

The familiar sound of the horn on our 
car outside brought me sharply back to 
reality. “There’s Bob,” I said, hurriedly 
gathering up my things. “Can we give any 
of you a lift?” I offered. 

“No thanks,” said Madge. “Elsie and I 
will ride together.” 

Elsie, who had gone to the window and 
peered out, added with a smirk, “Besides, 
you've already got a passenger, I see. Who 
is she, Ivey?” 

My heart sank at her words. I recalled 
Bob’s casual comment that Maybelle was 
a good bowler and that it might be neigh- 
borly to invite her along some _ night. 
Obviously, this was the night. “I guess 
Bob is dropping off one of his bowling 
partners,” I faltered. “Well—goodnight.” 

I hurried downstairs and climbed into 
the car. knowing that all four of them 
were peeking down through the curtains 
at me. 

“You're late,” I said stiffly. 

“Sorry, honey,” Bob said easily, “but 
Maybelle had a good streak going and I 
didn’t want to break it.” 

I was boiling inside, but I said sweetly, 
“How exciting! You must be a good 
bowler,” I said to Maybelle. “I bowled a 
60 the first time Bob took me and he’s 
never invited me since.” 

She threw her head back and laughed, 
nudging her firm young figure against 
Bob’s arm as she slid over to make room 
for me. “A few more sessions with Bob- 
by and I'll be an expert!” 

At what? was my caustic mental com- 


ment. But I said nothing and soon we 
were home. I went straight up to our 


apartment, leaving Bob to see Maybelle 
to her door. It took a long time, because 


I was almost ready for bed when he 
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I slammed 
my hair brush down on the dresser as he 
set his bowling ball and shoes in the 
closet. 

“Hey, what’s with you?” he asked, put- 
ting his hands on my shoulders. 


strolled in. I was seething. 


“Nothing.” I studied his face in the 
mirror. “How did you happen to go bowl- 
ing with the ‘gay divorcee’ tonight?” 

He shrugged, “Just ran into her on my 
way out this evening.” 

“Just like that, hunh? Was she stand- 
ing in the hallway with her little bowling 
ball waiting for you to ask her?” My 
voice was sarcastic. 

“Maybe I’d mentioned this was my 
regular night to—” He twisted me around 
to face him. “What is this, Ivey? You’re 
not jealous of Maybelle?” 

“Certainly not!” 

“Then let’s have it straight. Maybe you 
don’t believe it was just a chance meet- 
ing,” he said accusingly. 

“She’s very attractive,” I murmured. 

“Do you want me to deny it?” He bent 
down and put his lips against my shoulder. 
“But I’ve got a wife who’ll put her in the 
shade any day!” he whispered fiercely. 

He kissed me and I felt like crying. 
His hands caressed me with a tenderness 
that drove all thoughts of Maybelle from 
my mind. She was just a kid, a pretty 
face, I told myself. I was a woman who 
knew how to hold her man; I had nothing 
to worry about. 

Finally I said, “I’ve got to roll up my 
hair, darling.” 

“Forget it!” 

I laughed and stood up. My robe came 
off in his hands, and he tossed it aside. 

“Stop leering at me!” I said with a 
smile. 

“Does it embarrass you?” 

“What do you think?” I challenged, 
holding out my arms to him. 


T HINGS WERE all right again, and 
that was the way it should be with 
Bob and me. The easy intimacy of 
laughing and loving and belonging that 
had been the routine in the eight won- 
derful months of our marriage. The hap- 
piness of being a bride made up for the 
unhappiness of widowhood. I had loved 
every minute of it—until Maybelle. 

There was our usual Sunday outing, 
only it wasn’t fun anymore. Maybelle 
was with us in my mind. She sat be 
tween us in the car, smiling up at Bob, 
enticing him. And she was with us at 
the table in the restaurant where we ate, 
being gay and interesting and offering 
Bob the warm companionship which had 
frozen inside me. 

“Something wrong?” he asked me. 
“Maybe we should have gone to a Chinese 
restaurant.” 

“No—this is fine.” 

“But you’ve barely touched the food, 
Ivey.” He waited for me to look up, and 
he made a joke, but his eyes were hurt 
and searching mine. “Maybe it’s the com 
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“T had no idea it was so 


he said, 
boring for you.” 
“That’s not it, 
and glanced down at my plate. “I guess 
I’m—just not hungry, that’s all.” 
And Maybelle was with us all the way 


pany,” 


silly!” I forced a smile 


back home. The moon was low and soft 
silver, and Bob’s arm was around me 
while he drove. But we weren’t close. 
When we got home, it was worse. Then 
Maybelle was real. 

She tapped on the door shortly after we 
“Hi,” she said, sticking her head 
inside the door, “I’ve been waiting for 
you to get home. I’ve got some friends 
I'd like you to meet and—” 


got in. 


“Thanks,” I told her coolly, “but it’s 
late.” 

“Come on, Ivey, it’s not that late,” Bob 
urged. 


“T’ve got a headache,” I said with final- 
ity, “and I’m tired and—” 

“Don’t apologize,” Maybelle broke in 
smoothly. “It isn’t that important. Just 
thought I’d ask. Some other time, may- 
be.” 

Bob shut the door behind her and 
swung around. “You didn’t have to be 
tude,” he said angrily. “I don’t know 
what’s gotten into you lately. The girl’s 
just trying to be nice—” 

“Too nice, if you ask me!” I hadn’t 
meant to say it, but I couldn’t hold back 
any longer. “Why should I make it easy 
for her?” 

He grabbed my wrist and pulled me 
around. “What are you talking about?” 

“You and Maybelle,” I said, trying to 
calm my voice, pleading with him to un- 
derstand. “I’m not accusing you of any- 
thing, darling, but can’t you see what 
she’s up to? She’s got her sights set on 
you.” 

“Good Gordon’s gin! Are you starting 
that again?” He jammed his hands into 
his pockets. “All right, I like her. I 
like Maybelle a lot. She knows to build 
a guy up and we have fun together—but 
that doesn’t mean I’m going to climb 
into bed with her!” 

He turned and stalked toward the bed- 
room. “Don’t worry,” he flung over his 
shoulder, “she hasn’t asked me—yet!” 

We really tangled then. The bitterness, 
the angry words, the tears—I knew I was 
wrong. I shouldn’t have brought it into 
the open. That only made matters worse. 
But I was scared. I had only wanted to 
talk it out with Bob, the way we had all 
our other problems. 

Only this one was so mixed up with 
the fears that grew out of the difference 
in age between us; the doubts fed by the 
warnings of friends that “June-December” 





marriages don’t work out. I could face 
anything except the competition of a 


woman with the one thing I couldn’t of- 
fer my husband—youth. 

Bob was already in bed when I slipped 
into my gown, his back turned to me. I 
switched off the light and got in beside 
him. My arms ached for him. I longed 
te have him hold me close, to tell him 


that it was only loving him so much that 
made me cause such a scene. 

But Bob didn’t turn to me. I lay 
there, unable to sleep, biting my lips to 
keep from begging for kisses it was ob- 
vious he didn’t feel like 

The next day my torment grew. I hadn’t 
seen Bob when he left for work, so things 
were still unsettled between us. Sitting 
home alone, the consuming torture fed on 
my doubts and fears and magnified them 
into monsters, until I lost all pretense of 
being a sensible, mature woman. As time 
for Bob to come home came and passed, 
I knew that he would eat his dinner out 
and come home only when it was time 
for bed. 

Maybe all my friends had been right. 
Maybe I’d only been fooling myself by 
thinking that a woman of 38 could hold 
a man who wasn’t even 30 yet. During 
the months I’d been married to Bob, I’d 
developed a habit of collecting magazine 
articles that bolstered my original belief. 
This private scrapbook contained all sorts 
of clippings. Having nothing better to 
do, I dragged it out. 

There was one brief, but devasting item 
that revealed that there are “almost 7,- 
000,000 widows in the United States but 
only a little over 2,000,000 widowers, be- 
cause women live longer than men and 
marry when younger.” 

I smiled bitterly. How true! Even in 
my circle of friends and acquaintances the 
widows outnumbered the widowers. But 
I had not sat passively by; I had done 
something, the very thing advocated by a 
noted scientist who said: “There is only 
one practical way for women to avoid 
widowhood and that is to marry men 
younger than themselves.” 

His thoughts on the subject were so 
close to my own that I had shown the 
article to my skeptical friends. It was by 
Dr. Earnest Albert Hooton, professor of 
anthropology at Harvard University. 

“There can be no doubt that the female 
of our species is the more durable animal,’ 
he wrote, and urged changing “the current 
— of age superiority of the husband 

that wives would secure spouses suf- 
ficiently younger than themselves to offset 


giving. 


the difference in their expectations of 
life.’ 
The noted scientist continued: “The 


main reason for men marrying women 
younger than themselves is that the adult 
male has to have an immature bride in 
order to feel himself her equal in men- 
tality, personality, and in other respects. 
“If men could only reconcile themselves 
to the mother-son relationship, which, as 
a matter of fact, is likely to prevail any- 
how in successful marriages—and I mean 
by this, the wife treating her husband as 
if he were, in a sense, her son—then it 
would be quite practicable for women of 
mature years to marry child husbands. 
“Of course,” Dr. Hooton went on, “it 
would be better for women to refrain 
from matrimony until, let us say, the age 
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of about 25 years, so that they could then 
marry the sub-adult males of 19 or 20, 
However, this might impose too much of 
a strain upon female continence and lead 
to trial marriages or male concubinage. 
Some would regard such a result as 
socially undesirable. 

“The female who was senior by several 
years to her husband would naturally 
have to shoulder the larger share of the 
economic burden of family support.” 

Fortunately, this observation was not 
true in my case. Bob was neither a 
“child husband,” nor did he depend upon 
me to help support him. His position in 
the local housing authority was adequate 
for our needs, even though I had not 
been left completely penniless by either 
of my first two husbands. 

The remainder of the Harvard profes- 
sor’s article I could almost recite from 
memory. “Of course,” he wrote, “this 
whole mess has come about largely as the 
result of improved obstetrical care and 
the reduction in the number of offspring 
born to modern mothers with our ‘Amer- 
ican standards of living.’ 

“T am of the opinion that in the earlier 
generations and right up to the present 
century, the American husband, especial- 
ly if he were a farmer, usually wore out 
two or three wives by making them do 
all the hard work around the farm and 
in addition requiring them to raise be- 
vies of children to perform farm labor. 

“Now the wife in a moderately pros- 
perous family bears one or two children. 
and, after a suitable interval of looking 
after them, retires from active labor and 
becomes a bridge addict or a clubwoman. 
Meanwhile, her husband goes on work- 
ing until he has a coronary.” 

As I re-read the article for perhaps the 
10th time, I came to Dr. Hooton’s con- 
cluding words, which never failed to 
strike a chord of fear in my heart. “The 
principal difficulty that I can foresee in 
the way of this proposed marital revolu- 
tion is that the junior husband, preserved 
through the stress of middle years by his 
older wife’s fostering care, is likely to let 
his wandering gaze rest upon younger 
and lusher females . . .” 

I slammed the scrapbook shut. The 
words struck too close to home. I had a 
husband who, by all odds, would live as 
long as I and I should have been happy 
about the whole thing. But I couldn’t 
escape the burning question—would he 
still be my husband? 


| WENT TO the window and sat with 

the lights out, hating myself, but watch- 
ing for Bob’s arrival. My pride was gone; 
all I wanted was a glimpse of my hus- 
band. My eyes blurred from staring, 
from watching every car that pulled up 
and each shadowy figure that got out. 
Each time, my heart stopped and my 
breathing stilled and it was moments be- 
fore I could breathe again. 

Then came a set of headlights that 
looked familiar. The car stood at the 
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curb for several minutes, then a man got 
out and hurried into our building. My 
heart died within me; it was Bob. Phy- 
sical pain would have been nothing com- 
pared to my anguish as I sat there waiting 
for the sound of his key in the door. But 
it didn’t come, and then I knew—he had 
gone to Maybelle’s apartment. 

There was no clear decision in what I 
did. Maybe I thought I could still stop 
them. My legs carried me down the 
steps and to her apartment, but my brain 
was numb, my emotions were dead. 

I put my finger against the bell and 
waited. The door opened and I rushed 
inside. The man on the sofa swung 
around, dabbing at his lips with a hand- 
kerchief. My eyes focused, but my brain 
registered more slowly. It wasn’t Bob! 

For a moment, that was all I knew or 
cared. Bob wasn’t with her. I hadn’t 
lost him. My heart seized the truth more 
quickly than my reasoning could. Shame 
poured over me like a bucket of ice water, 
and I stood there stripped of all pride and 
self respect, because Maybelle knew. She 
knew why I’d burst in like that, what I 
expected to find. I had cheapened my- 
self in a way that told her how little I 
trusted my husband. 

Maybelle was furious, her eyes burning 
into mine with open contempt. I couldn’t 
speak.. There was nothing I could say. 
She was in a position now to wreck my 
marriage just as surely as if she had 
lured Bob into her arms. 

“You startled us,” she said, breaking 
the silence. 

“!'m—I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I 
thought you were alone—I’ll drop in an- 
other time.” I backed to the door. 
“Sorry—” 

I turned and ran up the steps, but when 
I reached my door Maybelle was right 
behind me. She grabbed my arm. “You 
expected to see Bob with me.” It wasn’t 
a question, the way she spat out the 
words. “What does that make me?” she 
demanded coldly. 

“Please, I—” 

“Take a tip from me,” she went on, 
“You’ve got a good thing—don’t spoil it. 
Sure, I admit I got ideas when I saw 
that Bob was married to a—shall we say, 
mature woman. So I made a pass at him 
—nothing!” 

She looked me up and down, then paid 
me the most gratifying compliment I’d 
ever received. “He treats me like a kid, 
even when I try to get serious. I don’t 
know what it is you’ve got—but what- 
ever it is, be thankful for it, because it’s 
keeping your man so straight I felt like 
a fool getting out of line.” 

I felt like throwing my arms around 
her and kissing her, but I’m sure she 
wouldn’t have understood. I mumbled 
another apology and hurried inside so she 
wouldn’t see the tears. Maybelle’s brutal- 
ly frank words had opened my eyes and 
made me see how close I’d come to 
wrecking my happiness with my petty 
jealousy and unfounded suspicions. I had 
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something precious. something few wom- 
en my age were lucky enough to have. 
So when Bob came home that night, 
there were no questions, no nagging. He 
could go bowling with young divorcees or 
dancing with bobby-soxers all he cared 
to; I knew he would be mine as long as 


I loved and trusted him. He would never 
stray very far away because what May. 
belle had said was true. I had love and 
understanding and something that would 
keep my man straight—and the passage 
of years would merely strengthen and 
mellow that bond between us. THE END 





Food Poison 
(Continued from Page 45) 

The cold pack process should never be 
used with them. The cans should either 
be heated in the pressure cooker or in live 
steam for an hour on 3 days in succession. 
The reason for this is that while the botu- 
linus itself is killed by boiling, it contains 
seeds that cannot be so killed. But if the 
can of vegetables containing them stands 
for 24 hours the seeds develop into germs 
which can be killed by boiling. To be on 
the safe side let the can stand another 24 
hours and steam again. 

If a tin can of vegetables bulges or if a 
mason jar hisses with escaping gas on 
opening, dispose of it immediately. Do not 
put it into the garbage can or empty it in 
the drain. Bury it deep in the ground. 

It is a fact that fruits and vegetables 
canned commercially practically never con- 
tain botulinus. It is only the home processor 
who has this difficulty. Botulinus is ob- 
tained not only from canned fruits and 
vegetables but also from these foods fresh- 
ly cooked and allowed to stand without 
proper refrigeration. The germ seeds which 
are never killed by boiling will develop into 
true germs and these, in turn, will develop 
the deadly botulinus poison. 

Often the newspapers will report that 
all the guests at a dinner became violently 
ill with severe abdominal pain, diarrhea, 
nausea and vomiting, and prostration. This 
is nearly always an instance of food poison- 
ing and the cause of the trouble is another 
kind of germ called the staphylococcus. 

Further investigation will generally dis- 
close the offending food as a cream custard 
such as the filling of eclairs or the cream 
topping on certain desserts although most 
any kind of food can be at fault. Cream 
custards and other cream foods are usual- 
ly involved because they are excellent cul- 
ture media for the staphylococcus unless 
they are kept under rigid refrigeration. 

Staphylococci produce a poison just as 
botulinus does but. fortunately, it is not as 
potent. People afflicted with it may suffer 
painful and prostrating symptoms but rare- 
ly die. 


In your own home see that custards and 
creams are either eaten promptly or are 
kept in the refrigerator until consumed, 
Be sure that the bakery from which you 
purchased them did not keep them on 
display in the open. At a banquet be just a 
little leery of such items on the menu, 

The third type of food poisoning is 
actually not a poisoning but an infection, 
Foods sometime become contaminated with 
certain germs which will, when eaten, 
cause an infection of the intestines. The 
bacteria responsible may be one of several, 
They all are very closely related to the 
typhoid germ. They get into food through 
the careless habits of people who handle 
food and who themselves are infected with 
the germs. 

Since these germs grow in the intestinal 
tract it means that the infected food 
handler did not sufficiently wash his hands 
after going to the toilet. As a result. the 
germs are introduced into food where they 
find excellent conditions for growth. When 
the contaminated food is eaten, the germs 
will set up a violent intestinal infection 
with great pain and severe diarrhea. 

Fortunately, this type of food poisoning 
is not as common in the United States as 
in Europe. but it is frequent enough to de- 
mand that all handlers of food be required 
to practice thorough personal cleanliness 
and that any suggestion of diarrhea among 
them be thoroughly investigated. 

If this were a complete discussion of 
acute pain in the bowel it would have to 
include mushroom poisoning (from ama- 
teur mushroom gatherers), shellfish poison- 
ing (certain shellfish eaten at the wrong 
season), lead poisoning, wood alcohol 
poisoning (from cheap, illegal whiskey) 
and phosphorus poisoning (usually in 
babies who have chewed matches or in- 
gested roach paste) and arsenic poisoning. 

However, the cause of these poisonings is 
usually obvious and each has its specific 
characteristics which make its diagnosis 
relatively easy. But food poisoning from 
bacteria is a public health problem which 
offers a daily threat. Awareness of its pos- 
sibility should be with us always. 
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